


Soul of the Matter

by DeadWizardGod



Category: His Dark Materials, X-overs
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2013-11-30 16:40:51
Updated: 2016-01-19 21:50:52
Packaged: 2016-04-26 16:37:13
Rating: K+
Chapters: 39
Words: 80,360
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: There are a thousand possible universes out there. Ones with dæmons, ones without. And for every universe without dæmons, there is an identical one with them. A look at different books, films, tv shows, etc, if their characters had their soul on the outside. Drabble series, requests welcome.





	1. Harry Potter

Harry watches Abrany tease Alex, a half smile forming on his face. Dudley's dæmon Alexandra settled as a micro-pig while Harry was away at school and the wizard's two-year-settled Husky dæmon has been enjoying scaring the smaller soul.

'Ran!' He shouts, seeing his uncle approaching. 'Let's go do homework.'

She yips, bounding over Alex and heading up to their room. Harry sees Dudley shaking as they pass. Harry is torn between rolling his eyes and apologising. They weren't doing anything worse than Alex had done in the past but that doesn't mean they can be rude.

'Don't start.' Ran says from his bed and he closes the door.

'Wasn't going to.' Harry says, getting his homework from under the floorboards, despite planning to say something.

She yips. 'Yeah right. I know you and your little hero complex.'

He throws his textbook at the bed next to her. Abrany jumps, growling. Harry sits next to her, stroking her head and opening the textbook. Abrany's eyes follow the writing as Harry moves his hand, pretending he has his wand. They whisper the incantation together, having learnt long ago that Ran could help the magic.

They work better together, anyway.

* * *

><p>'We shouldn't've left.'<p>

Amiko looks across the room at Ron, who sighs. They've been at Bill and Fleur's for several weeks now and spent most of the time in the guest suite. She lays in the chair while he sits on the bed, watching each other.

'No, we shouldn't've but it's too late now. Besides, what good can I do?'

She scowls, the ape equivalent, anyway. 'Nothing with that attitude. Grow up, Ronald.'

He scowls back. 'You just miss Aklatan.'

Amiko hisses, sitting up in her seat. 'Like you don't miss Hermione.'

The two of them glare at each other, human and dæmon not saying a sound.

'...Ron...'

Their eyes instantly goes to the radio but the voice isn't coming from there. Ron fishes in his pocket, pulling out the Deluminator.

'...broke his wand, crashing...'

Amiko wonders over, taking the put-outer from her human and clicking it. The lamp goes out and, outside his room, pulses a bright blue portkey-like light.

They look at each other before moving as one. They pack in lightening speed, Amiko's humanoid hands helping a great deal.

'This is it?' She questions, swing up onto his back.

'This is it.' Ron replies, smiling.

* * *

><p>Aklatan, no matter what Harry is teaching, always scuttles to the side during DA meetings. He does this in class as well, if they are sat near a window. Hermione usually finishes before her classmates and watching through the squirrel's eyes provides them with some entertainment.<p>

A silver otter passes by his eyes and he laughed, jumping over to his human. She scoops him up, resting him on her shoulder.

'See anything interesting, Ak?' Hermione speaks out of the corner of her mouth.

Ak leans into her ear to whisper. 'Neville almost got it. It was solid for just a second.'

'And?' She says, waving her wand to make her otter fly around said boys head for a moment. He smiles at her and she smiles back. Tentara, still unsettled, and turns into a bird to wave a wing.

'A mongoose. Maybe Tara will be one too.'

The otter patronus knocks into the squirrel. 'Not likely.'

Aklatan bites her ear, crawling down her arm. Hermione bends, letting him reach the floor and run off. He jumps onto the windowsill, watching again. Amiko lopes past, running next to a silver terrier. They smile at each other.

Hermione glares and Ak laughs.

* * *

><p>Ginny pushes her broom, not a very fast model but good enough for her, around the bend, trying to outfly her own dæmon. Doiteain flutters in front of her face, his wings crooking mockingly. She ducks her head, flying underneath him and the falcon twists. To no avail, he flies after her, screeching as she crosses the line.<p>

'Sore loser.' Ginny says as they land. Doiteain flies to her shoulder, resting against her head and looking upwards. Harry flies above them, instructing the rest of the team, Abrany nestled against his chest.

'Stop looking.' She whispers, pulling his head down. He nips at her fingers and she flicks his beak.

'I'll stop when you stop.' He mutters back and she chuckles, turning away from the pitch. Harry's focusing on the beater's so she isn't needed at this practice. She only turn up to race Doiteain and, subtly, watch Harry.

'You're not very subtle, you know.' Her dæmon says, chuckling.

'Neither are you.' Ginny laughs back, shrugging her shoulder to throw him into the air. He hovers next to her.

'We'll get them, Gin. Don't worry.'

She smirks at him and winks. 'Oh, I'm not worried. I know I'll get him.'

* * *

><p>Luna sits in the forest, watching Yuniku play with the Thestrals. The small red panda jumps from skeletal horse to skeletal horse, pulling faces at the calves and making sure to fuss the pregnant mothers. Every so often, she will hop over to her human, take some food from Luna's bag and jump away, offering meat or apples to the younger Thestrals.<p>

'Nik?' She calls, watching the sun set. 'I think we need to go.'

The dæmon pouts, a pure representation of Luna's disappointment. The girl laughs slightly, turning to walk back to castle. Nik follows, bouncing off a tree and onto Luna's back.

'D'you ever wonder why we don't have friends?' The red panda mutters, one paw slung over her human's shoulder.

Luna shrugs. 'I don't know. Maybe we unnerve them.'

Nik laughs. 'We definitely do that.'

The two of them are still laughing as they enter the great table, sitting down at the end of Ravenclaw table. They both notice the growing space between them and the next person over but choose not to say anything.

'Screw 'em.' Nik says, after the sixth person walks the length of the hall, just to be away from them. 'We're perfect.'

* * *

><p>Neville glares across at Voldemort as the dæmon-less man smirks, having won. He looks down at Tentara, silently asking permission to step forward. He would never do something to endanger her, unless she was happy with it. A small nod on her part and he's moving forward. He feels her, still unsettled, shift behind him, but doesn't look back to see her form.<p>

'And who is this?' Snake Face taunts him, Lestrange laughing along. He ignores Voldemort's invitation to join the Death Eaters and turns to shout, hearing the answering cry. He sees a mass of fur, which must be Tara but doesn't stop to look.

He's being dragged forward and he knows Tara must have the DE's dæmons on her but he keeps a brave face. Even when the hat is placed on his head, he does nothing. When it sets on fire, he does something.

As he turns to the snake, sword in hand, he hears a roar from behind him. Several DEs go down, their dæmons killed. His dæmon jumps around, her claws slashing through many foes.

Later, after the battles, he really looks at her. 'Is this us?'

His lion dæmon smiles. 'This is us.'

* * *

><p>Draco tries not to stare at Weasley, only a day out of the hospital. He looks fine and you wouldn't know anything was wrong if it wasn't for his dæmon, fur drooping, movement slow. Ahankara, perched on the bench beside him, digs her small claws into his arm. He shakes, turning back to his breakfast as the cat dæmon turns back to Pansy's pug, Narcissus. Narc likes fawning over Kara and Draco's soul has to fawn back, or else Pansy will write to her mother, who will write to his father, who will write to him. Arranged marriages shouldn't be broken after all.<p>

'So, Draco.' Pansy says, leaning over their dæmons to tug on his arms. He has to stop himself flinching as she brushes Kara's fur lightly. Pansy thinks they're soul mates so thinks touching is fine but Draco still gets freaked out when she does it. 'Where are you taking me later?'

Draco's mind goes blank before he remembers; Hogsmeade. He hadn't planned anything so he gives Pansy the usual rubbish. 'Oh, wherever you want to go, Pans. I just need to go to the Three Broomsticks later.'

She giggles, running a hand over both dæmons.

Draco shudders.

* * *

><p>Bijaksanus watches the student leave, his pitch black feathers ruffling slightly. He turns to Albus, letting out a soft croon. He flutters over to Fawkes' post, looking down at his human's pet. The phoenix raised his head to the dæmon and Sanus shakes his feathers, flames lighting along them until the phoenix-dæmon is recognisable as it's species.<p>

'Showing off again, Sanus?'

The dæmons head tilts, laughing at Albus' raised eyebrow. 'Like you don't enjoy showing off, Al. Talk about pot and kettle.'

The flames extinguished to prove his point, just as one of the portraits ran into his frame. 'Headmaster! There's been another attack.'

Sanus is on Albus' shoulder in an instant, the two of them sweeping out of the office and half-running down the corridors, guided by the portraits lining the wall. Sanus flies ahead, small flames on his wing-tips lighting the way.

They reach the boys body and Sanus flies down to rest next to his dæmon. She was a mouse when they were petrified, a shape she will hold for some time. As Albus, glancing at a quickly arriving Minerva, levitates the boy, Sanus picks the mouse up softly.

Headmaster and dæmon move together.

* * *

><p>Snape watches Potter leave his classroom, the Weasley boy and the Granger girl following. The boy's dæmon has recently settled, in the form of a husky dog. Severus watching the dog's white and grey fur, his mind going back to the arctic fox that used to bound along next to him and the german shepard that would pull on Daima's feathers.<p>

'Like father, like son, eh, Sev?' Daima says from across the room, from her perch in the shadows. She hides to unnerve people, except for Slytherins, who all see the raven dæmon on their first night. They need some advantage against the school that hate them.

'Of course, Dai but there is some of his mother there.'

She flies over, landing on the back of his chair. 'Not enough, though.'

'No, not enough.'

They sigh in unison, turning to mark the homework. Granger's is, of course, perfect as are Weasley and Potters. He marks the girl down for writing to much and the boys down for obviously copying her.

'Do you think we're to harsh?' Daima says, looking at Malfoy's error-filled homework that is still getting an E.

'Of course not. Have you seen the house counters recently?'

* * *

><p>Sometimes, when no one is around and Nagini is sleeping, Tom misses Abadi. The great snake that would slither at his side, terrifying his followers into submission and sinking her fang's into his enemies' necks. She was beautiful.<p>

Abadi had settled when she and Tom were fourteen and had finally discovered they were the child of a muggle. She had at first scared teachers, who worried for Tom's mental state but, of course, he convinced them nothing was wrong and that it was just a very dramatic show of house pride.

Then he killed that girl- Mavis or whatever- and Abadi had screamed. Not out load but in his head, a horrific, gut-wrenching scream. Overnight, her emerald scales faded to a dull bottle green, her golden eyes fading to a lifeless yellow.

Every time he creates a horcrux, this happened. She slowly faded but still tried to fight, still was powerful.

Then he went to Godric's Hollow and the curse backfired. She broke into Dust but not gold. Her Dust was dull grey.

He expected her to be there when he came back. But, when he emerged from the cauldron, she's no where.

Abadi's gone. Voldemort's dæmon is gone.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Will be series involving different fandoms. I have a list (going up to 21 different books, films, etc) but I would love suggestions for ones to do, dæmons for different characters and any possible meaning for names (every dæmon name means something specific, in some language. I can't remember anything of the ones I've got so far, sorry).**


	2. Lord of the Rings

They both ignore the way Motira's fur fades just a little every time Frodo puts on the Ring. They can see the others, especially Sam and Lojale, looking as well but Frodo merely turns away and Motira tilts her head upwards. They don't need help.

They've made camp for the night and the two of them huddle in a corner. Pippin is entertaining the others, Haizi shifting through a thousand forms.

'We shouldn't be here.'

Frodo looks down as Motira, the cat's face looking up as she speaks. He shrugs. 'We said we'd do it-'

'But we shouldn't have said that.' Her claws catch on the chain the Ring is on. 'We can't do this. We're relying on everyone else.'

'What's so bad about that?' They look up as Haizi turns into a leopard, mimicking Legolas' Koa. Frodo pulls Motira closer to himself. 'They said they'd help and I'm sure they will.'

'That's not the point.' She said, climbing up his arm to droop over his shoulders. 'We shouldn't be on this quest. Aragorn or Boromir could take it. They'd do a much better job than we're doing.'

Frodo sighs, running a hand through her red-brown hair. It had once been a pure, brilliant ginger but not anymore. He wonders if it'll fade any more.

'It'll change back, right Fro?' The hope in her voice would be pitiful, if he didn't feel it too.

'Of course, Tira. I'm sure it will. Just as soon as we destroy the Ring.'

* * *

><p>'What are we doing here Sam?' Lojale says, curling up next to her human. The Hobbit and his labrador dæmon have taken first watch but will stay awake all night. One, because they don't trust Gollum and two, so Mister Frodo can get some sleep.<p>

'We're helping. That's what we always do.'

The words would probably mean more if it weren't for the huge black mountain in the distance, the place they're headed for. Every step they take means Lojale has to support Motira more, means Sam has to watch Gollum more, means Frodo holds the Ring a little bit tighter.

'Bit pointless, though. Helping.' They both know Motira only accepts help because she's weak and Gollum won't really do something while Frodo's watching. Frodo refuses to let them near, thinking their going to take his 'precious' as Gollum calls it. Sam doesn't know how they're going to destroy the Ring, if Frodo won't even let it go.

'Lojale?' The voice is quiet and they both turn. Motira sits there, her dark brown fur drooping and her ears twitching. 'Can I sit with you?'

They nod together, Sam moving so Motira can rest against his dæmon without touching him.

'I'm worried about Frodo.' She says, leaning into Lojale.

'So are we.' The labrador say, nuzzling the cat's neck. 'So are we.'

The three of them sit there for a moment, hobbit, dæmon and master's dæmon. They stay, unmoving, wondering if things will ever be normal again.

They really doubt it.

* * *

><p>Haizi shifts into an eagle and flies to the top of the wall, watching the orcs and trolls and everything, attacking. She flies back down, landing on Pippin's shoulder.<p>

'Anything?' He says, pretty much under his breath.

'Nothing.' She says back in the same tone, flying onto his shoulder to shift again. He doesn't look at her, too focused on the door. He's sure something will happen soon, either he'll be dead or Merry and the others will turn up. He doesn't know which one he expects to happen but he hopes it's the second.

'Check again?' He whispers, still not looking at her.

'Can't.' She says, with no room for argument.

'Why?' He says, turning. A wolf, grey with streaks of black and a white face, watches him, head tilted. As he asks, he realises why. She can't change anymore.

'Really? This?'

She nods and he has to stop himself falling in on himself. Wolves are unheard of in the Shire. They are for the greatest of warriors, people who have seen unimaginable horrors, or both. He can't have a wolf. He just can't. What would his family say?

'Pip?' Haizi asks, her eyes growing worried. 'Pip, it's fine, just think about it.'

Okay, think about it. Unimaginable horrors. His time with the Uruk-hai would cover it and then there's Moria and Weathertop and- his heart stops- the Palantir. Great warrior. Look where he is, a Knight of Gondor.

'Right then, we're a wolf.'

Haizi smiles and howls.

* * *

><p>Ritari hurdles closer to Merry as the horses head out. Eowyn's Vegter, an eagle, is resting on her shoulders, distracting some attention from the wildcat but not all of it. Ritari had to hide in case one of the Rohirrim noticed the wildcat dæmon.<p>

'I don't like this.' She whispered as the got to the battle field. Thousands of orcs stood in front of them. They had to fight that.

'Me neither.' They both shouted in reply to Theoden and held tight to Eowyn as the battle began. Ritari's claws dug deeper into Merry's shirt as the battle wore on, only an inch below Eowyn's arm. When they were thrown from their horse, Ritari stayed in the same position, her impact softened by her hobbit.

The two of them, forgotten by those around them, looked for Eowyn and Vegter. They gasped when they saw her, facing the Witch King. They ran forward, not even thinking as Merry drew his blade, striking the Nazgul in the leg.

Pain shot up his arm and Ritari screeched in agony. The two of them fell backwards, clinging together as their world went black,

'Merry! Ritari!'

The familiar voice makes them open their eyes. Pippin stands there, an unknown wolf at his side. The wolf, Haizi they realise, nudges Ritari.

'Are you going to leave us, Pip?'

'No, Merry, we're going to look after you?'

Haizi gently lifts Ritari into his arms and he holds his dæmon tight. They survived the battle. They are alive.

* * *

><p>'Today's the day.' Vasilissa whispers when they wake. Today is the day, the day they will do what what their ancestors couldn't, the day they will be crowned. They won the war and, now, they will claim their birthright.<p>

Aragorn rises slowly, watching the lion stretch and jump off the bed. She blinks at him, gesturing towards the clothes slung over the chair in the corner. The clothes were chosen weeks ago, during all the other preparations for the ceremony like guests, wording and food. Aragorn and Vasilissa hadn't listened to a word of it, to concerned with the four injured hobbits in the Houses of Healing. But now the Halflings are healed and the ranger is to have a coronation.

'Let's go.' Vasilissa says, nodding at her human. Her fur has been combed by a handmaiden's monkey dæmon.

They stand in front of thousands of people, watching Gandalf speak. When the crown is placed on Aragorn's head, Vasilissa lets out a great roar, listening to the crowd's dæmons reply. They wonder through the crowd, nodding at those who bow to them.

When the elves arrive, all they see is Arwen and Zorka. The dove flies to rest on Vasilissa's shoulders and Aragorn takes his love's hand.

They stand in front of the four; wildcat, cat, dog, wolf. They start to bow, all eight.

'My friends. You bow to no one.'

He sinks into a bow, feeling Vasilissa do the same next to him. Others follow, copying King and Lion.

* * *

><p>Koa finds Khana, Gimli's dæmon, after every battle before running back to Legolas. The leopard says something quietly to the armadillo, listens to the reply, bows his head and lopes off. The dwarf and the elf say nothing to each other about this nor they they talk after battle but always exchange glances when this happens.<p>

'What do you say?' The two are sat in a room of Rohan, the leopard draped over the bed, the elf resting on the chair.

'To who? Khana? Nothing important.'

Legolas rises an eyebrow. 'It must important, if you repeat it every time.'

Koa's tail begins to sway from side to side. Her eyes widened slightly and her shoulders hunch. The taunting of the dæmon is to simply annoy her elf. 'We just check.'

'Check what?'

The leopard jumps off the bed, spinning in a circle. Her tail, still swaying, hits her elf's legs. 'Are you sure you want to know? It might hurt your pride.'

Legolas sighs. No matter how friendly they have become with the dwarf and his dæmon, he still doubts Koa and Khana talk about anything too important.

'I'm sure nothing Khana has to say will hurt me too much. Now what do you check.'

Koa jumps, opening the door and standing in the doorway. Like most wood elves, they are Stretched to make life easier in the forest and for fighting. 'Just kill rates.'

'Why would that wound me?

'Because you always lose.' Koa laughs and leaves the room.

* * *

><p>'You won again.' Khana says, crawling on to the bench next to Gimli. The two of them frown as they watch Koa leave Legolas' room. Dwarves have always seen Stretching as unnatural, one of the reasons the two groups didn't get along. Having spent so much time with the elf, they are getting used to it but it still unnerves them.<p>

'Really? What was the score?'

The armadillo smiles. '45 to 40. There were a few you missed and a few he didn't actually kill.'

Gimli laughs, the chortle getting louder when Legolas walked out of his room, storming after his dæmon. Khana laughs as well, tail tapping her dwarf's arm then pointing upwards. Hanging from the rafters is Koa, her tail flicking lazily.

'Bet you he doesn't look there.'

Gimli looks at Khana, eyebrow raised. 'And what are we betting, lassie? The money we share, the possessions that belong to both of us?'

'Shut up, lad. It's a figure of speech.'

Her tail comes round again, whipping him this time. He pushes her away and she jumps down from the bench.

'I'm going to go see Vasilissa. Need to talk to her about that 'toss me' thing.'

Gimli sneered, thinking back. The lion had taken the smaller dæmon in her mouth, jumping across with her without even asking. A stab of pain had gone through his chest when their bond, obviously shorter than Aragorn and Vasilissa's was pulled tight.

Khana curls into a ball and rolls off, ignoring her dwarf.

* * *

><p>Uchawi flies between each room, checking the dæmons of her wizard's companions. Pippin's room is first and the newly-settled wolf seems fine, apart from the slightly scuffed ear. Merry is in the next room over and clings to his wildcat, though the owl can't see anything physically wrong. Aragorn, Legolas and Gimli are all fine, the lion, leopard and armadillo curled up together outside their room. Sam's dog seems exhausted and her paw looks burned but otherwise okay.<p>

It's Frodo and Motira that worries her.

She flies back to her room, landing swiftly on Gandalf's shoulder. Since Uchawi change from grey owl to snowy owl, they've been much closer.

'Motira's black Gandalf. Pitch black.'

Gandalf sighs, stroking her feathers. 'We knew this might happen. As much as we hoped against it, we couldn't stop it.'

'Doesn't mean I have to like it.' Uchawi says, flying to the edge of the bed.

'At least she hasn't faded completely, Cha.'

Uchawi shivers, thinking of Seikkailija, Bilbo's rabbit dæmon who was almost transparent and Gollum, who lost his dæmon all together. 'No, we are blessed with that. But Frodo will not be the same.'

'No. Of course not. I doubt he will stay in this world much longer. Nor will we for that matter.'

Uchawi smiles, tilting her head. 'The Grey Havens and Valinor have been calling since Moria. But I wonder if I'll be going.'

Gandalf smiles fondly. 'I would never go if you were not. It's not Haven without you.'


	3. Sherlock (BBC)

Sherlock sees everything but Mendu sees more. The eagle watches all the small things Sherlock does not and cannot perceive. His human eyes can only see how humans react, how human feel but she can see how dæmons move, the Dust that joins them to their humans, what their form represents.

She likes watching Corazon most of all. The Dust that floats around the wolf is brighter than normal and seems to float around John in a cloud, rather than a string. Sometimes, very rarely, the Dust extends and wraps around Sherlock, just briefly. Mendu has to smile at that.

Cora and Mendu often meet when their humans are sleeping. Well, when John sleeps and Sherlock refuses to move. The two animals don't say a word, merely stay stationary, eagle resting on wolf's back. Since Moriarty, this happens more often and the two cling closer together, refusing to let go.

Mendu, if she focuses, can show Sherlock what she sees and they join facts together to get the truth. Sometimes, if they are both focusing completely, they can see the form of a now gone dæmon. It's difficult but helps a huge amount in most cases.

The eagle, whenever Sherlock gets into a fight, will fly above him, watching the opponent. A second's weakness, a momentary break and she swoops down, catching their dæmons in her claws, no matter their size. Sherlock has not lost a fight since she settled.

They work together and he couldn't do it without her.

* * *

><p>John shudders as he is pushed out to face Sherlock. He sees the other man's eyes flash in denial, then betrayal, then confusion. Sherlock doesn't understand. Then Sherlock notices Corazon's absence and worry replaces any emotion.<p>

'Evening. This is a turn up, isn't it Sherlock.'

He speaks in a deadpan voice because emotions require Cora and Cora isn't there.

'John. What the hell-'

'Bet you never saw this coming.' He reveals the explosive. 'What would you like me to have him say next?'

His voice is shuddering as he says the rest of the words, as Sherlock paces, trying to find the man controlling him. Mendu is swooping the pool, looking for Cora.

Then he walks out. Moriarty and his spider dæmon. With Cora, on a leash.

Mendu shrieks and dives at them but more lights on John's chest make her spin away, towards the two men. She lands on John's shoulder, not even looking at Sherlock.

As Moriarty is talking, he bends down, running a hand through Cora's fur. John tenses, hating the feeling but cannot move. If he moves, the whole place blows up.

When he grabs Moriarty, he makes sure his fingers brush the spider, the same way Jim's hand is grazing Cora's ear. When he lets go, Cora is released and the two cling to each other.

When Moriarty leaves, and the explosive is gone, Mendu's back on his shoulder and Sherlock has a hand on Cora's back. But it doesn't hurt.

Doesn't hurt at all.

* * *

><p>'Yes mother.' Mycroft says, leaning back in his chair as he spoke on the phone. Serikali is away at a meeting with the prime minister and he's trying to explain Sherlock's recent escapades with John to their mother. He's mainly struggling to explain their actions when they were removed from the pool.<p>

The two men had stood close to each other, too close according to Mrs Holmes. Corazon had been sandwiched between their legs, Sherlock's hand slightly touching her ears. Mendu had sat on her human's shoulder, stretching her wings once in a while to brush against John's cheek.

'Mother, they had been through a traumatic experience. Yes, I know people will talk. You know I can't control what Sherly does.'

A black raven flew through the window, landing on the side of his desk.

'I have to go mother, Serikali's come back.'

He hung up the phone, turning to his dæmon. They had long since been stretched and he was used to being without her.

'So?' He said, holding an arm out to let her perch there. She lifts one wing to preen before answering.

'The Minister doesn't want to spend too long looking for Moriarty. He thinks we are too emotionally involved to pass judgement.'

Mycroft sighs, sitting down. Serikali transfers to the back of his seat. 'Emotionally involved.' He scoffed. 'Sherlock would have you believe I have no emotions.'

Serikali laughs, scuffing his head with her wing. 'We both know that's not true.'

'But don't tell Sherly.'

* * *

><p>Pirivu watches the raven fly overhead, into DCS' office. She sighs, knowing whenever Mycroft's dæmon talks to their boss, they end up in trouble.<p>

'What d'you think Sherlock's done?'

Greg laughs, scratching the husky's head. 'What hasn't Sherlock done. You mean, what have we done for Serikali to turn up?'

Piri chuckles, watching as Serikali left again, flying towards Mycroft's office. The husky barks, startling the raven. Serikali squawked back, making human and dæmon laugh more.

Piri sighed and Lestrade stood up, heading toward the offices. If Mycroft had something to say to the Superintendent, then they were about to get a case, probably one they would need Sherlock for. Mycroft did like to keep his brother busy.

They walk into the building, Lestrade stepping straight inside his office while Pirivu waits outside. Aneh, Donovon's chihuahua, and Halfviti, Anderson's gecko, join her, both seemingly annoyed.

'So, the freaks will be here soon.' Aneh said, leaving no room for disagreement.

'Ruining another case.' Halfviti said, glaring at the air.

'Solving it, you mean.' Pirivu said, letting out a small growl on the first word.

Aneh whines at the display of authority, bowing his head slightly. Halfviti looks at him in sympathy before scuttling away to find his human. Aneh moves past Pirivu, trying to bite at the bigger dæmon's legs. Pirivu growls, snapping her teeth down on Aneh's tail.

Ignoring the whining dæmon, he joins his human, who is looking at the case.

'Interesting?'

'Oh, yes. This is definitely our division.'

* * *

><p>Anweledig disappears into Molly's coat as soon as soon as Sherlock and John walk in. The chameleon, resting on his human's shoulder, turns pure white, melting into the fabric. Mendu, flying above Corazon in the space between John and Sherlock, soars over, landing next to Molly's hand on the microscope.<p>

'Hello, Ledig.'

The smaller dæmon shudders, shifting through a dozen different colours before settling on his species' natural hue. Ledig crawls along Molly's arm, until he's next to the eagle.

'Hello Mendu. You never did understand personal space.'

The bird laughs, flying away. She flies around John, lightly brushing his head with her wing. John smirks slightly and Cora's tail wags slowly, hitting Sherlock's leg every so often. Ledig rolls his eyes, moving up to Molly's shoulder.

Like everyone in the hospital, they're almost sure something is going on with John and Sherlock. Mendu's actions don't give anything away, as the eagle always enjoyed disturbing people but Cora's closeness to Sherlock betrays something, as John's a normal person and Cora followed the Taboo before the Pool Incident.

Molly laughs slightly as she thought about it and Ledig sighed, hitting her face with his claw softly.

'Don't.' He whispers in her ear, knowing the men probably won't be happy them talking about the incident the whole hospital knows and has speculated about.

Mendu, still flying around John, moves away, heading toward Molly. His wing brushes against her neck and she shivers.

'She is absolutely insufferable.' Ledig says.

'So's he.' Molly mutters.

* * *

><p>Matseljus rolls his eyes as Cora and Mendu rush past, following their human's upstairs. The bear shakes his pure white head and looked over at Martha. The landlady winks at her dæmon as the four of them run out again, John managing to shout a goodbye before the door slams.<p>

Martha, know better to the world by her surname, sighed. 'I'd bet any money at least one of them comes home injured, Matt. The boys or their girls.'

Matt nods his head, lifting to his feet. The apartment had been furnished to allow the polar easy movement and it's thanks to this he can rest his head in her lap.

'I don't take fool bets, Hudson.'

Martha laughs and strokes his back. He bends his back legs and sits up, their faces level.

'What am I going to do with them, Matty? Ever since that business in the pool, I haven't seen them without bruises or cuts and I'll be unsurprised if John needs that cane again due to some nasty fall or something.'

He rest his head in her shoulder this time, letting her thread her fingers through his neck fur.

'And what about the neighbours? All everyone can talk about is the way Mendu sits on John's shoulder and Sherlock strokes Cora's back. It's disturbing for people, Matty.'

Matseljus sighs. 'People should learn to mind their own business. Sherlock and John do good, so let's leave them alone, okay?'

'Okay.' She finally says.

But it's really not okay.

* * *

><p>The bobcat dæmon likes stalking the eagle dæmon, enjoys making a game out of it. Hengasu only stops his prowling walk towards Mendu when Corazon appears, because Corazon is a wolf, and bigger than him and could probably kill him, if John let her.<p>

So Hengasu has to slink back to his human, happy in the knowledge that John himself is so obviously inferior to Irene. The way the man flounders around Sherlock, while Irene manages to keep herself calm and collected shows that she would be a much better match for the consulting detective. If only Sherlock would look up from the damn phone long enough to notice.

Mendu seems to have no personal space barriers and completely ignores the Taboo. The eagle seems happy to let her wings brush against Irene's skin- and there's often a lot on show- and will happily perch on John's shoulder or, very rarely, on Sherlock's brother Mycroft's. Hengasu likes getting close to people as well but, unlike Mendu, it is to unnerve them, rather than show affection.

'Stop that.' Irene whispers as he curls around her neck. They are watching Sherlock and the bobcat's slowly swaying tail and intense gaze has got Mendu glaring at them and Corazon growling.

'Sometimes, I swear they share those dæmons.' Hengasu snarls back at the wolf.

'Well, it doesn't matter. You're not helping by constantly getting into fights with his best friend.'

Hengasu laughed. 'He'll have to chose eventually.'

Irene smiled. 'And they always choose us.'

* * *

><p>Izgorjeti crawls up Jim's arm, under his suit jacket and up to his neck. Eventually, she rests on his forehead, two of her legs framing his left eye. Most people find this position creepy, something that the two of them delight in. The spider has been in the other room, trying to get information from an informant by threatening the dæmon with her poison-laced fangs.<p>

'Did she speak?'

'I didn't even have to touch the fox. It's in Moscow.'

Jim smiles, the movement nudging Izgorjeti. 'Well, Sebastian will be happy. He's been looking for that for months.'

'You're just happy to get one over on him.' The spider mutters back as Jim sits down at his computer.

'Don't say you're sad to beat Sagittent.'

Izgorjeti smiles at the mention of Moran's magpie dæmon. She does like competing with Sagi, just as much as Jim likes flirting with the sniper. Izgorjeti thinks they like it though because they keep coming back, asking for help with more and more crimes.

'Any news on the detective?' The spider says, stepping further down Jim's face, covering his eye slightly. They have been looking into Mr. Sherlock Holmes. It's very annoying to be met at every turn by this 'consulting detective'.

'Not much. He solved our latest puzzle. Got the cab-man killed.'

Izgorjeti sighs. 'Great, now we need another assassin.'

Jim raises his eyebrow. 'Hope wasn't an assassin.'

'He would have been. Besides, we've got Sebastian.'

The consulting criminal and his dæmon grin.


	4. Doctor Who (2005-)

They stumble into the TARDIS, their old trusted Mark 40, before the regeneration can happen. They hit a few switches, setting a random destination before collapsing against the console. The Doctor looks at Aika, his dæmon, the little spaniel breathing heavily, too heavily.

'I'm so, so sorry.' He whispers.

Then it happens. The ripping of his body, the transformation of his soul. The ultimate change and the death of number Eight. His hair shrinks, his ears grow and Aika bursts into a shower of Dust, her body reforming as the light fades.

Doctor number Nine faces his dæmon and marvels at her new form. 'Bit big, Aik.'

The wolverine laughs slightly, using her teeth to tug on his sleeves. The clothes, which had been form fitting before, are now slightly too small and he has to change.

They chose carefully; clothes that will hide them in plain sight. After the war, they are the last and don't want anyone to see them. The leather jacket and dark trousers will make anyone pass over them.

'Earth, 21st Century.' Aika says, looking at the console. 'Looks like the Nestene are up to no good.'

The Doctor smiles. 'We'll have to fix that.'

* * *

><p>Rakkaus stares at the squirrel monkey that has just appeared out of sparkling dust. Aika has disappeared, replaced by this much smaller creature. The dog dæmon, a border collier, takes a step forward but jumps back when the monkey looks up.<p>

'Rakkaus?'

The collier pulls back again, hiding behind Rose's legs.

'What I am?' The monkey says, ignoring Rakkaus' fear. 'Come on, Kaus. What am I? No, I'll check.'

The monkey twists, taking in her own tail, her brown fur.

'Where's Aika? What have you done with her?'

Rakkaus growls, hearing his human having a similar conversation with the man in the Doctor's clothes.

'Kaus, it's me. I'm Aika. I just changed with the Doctor. We were dying, we had to change.'

Rakkaus shook slightly. 'Can you change back?'

The monkey's eyes droop. 'Do you want me to?

'Yes. Can you?'

'No.'

The two of them stare at each other before the monkey whines, her whole body convulsing. She looks at the man, who breaths out a golden light. He starts running around and the monkey whips after him, the two of them switching between shouting and screaming in pain.

Rose and Rakkaus huddle together, staring at their once friends.

* * *

><p>'Don't say anything.'<p>

Aika raises an eyebrow at her Time Lord, the words unspoken. 'Rose would have done it.'

Her voice is mocking, the squirrel monkey's ears twitching in an irritating manner, her tenth companion stands up in anger.

'So I was wrong about her. Shut up.'

'Martha's not as good as Rose. Martha's not as clever as Rose. Martha's not-'

'Shut up!'

Their companion has just left them, after doing the near-impossible. She stopped the Master. Yet all the Doctor can think of is Rose.

Aika wonders forward, her brown fur blending in with his brown coat. 'It's not fair you know. Thinking about one whose gone so much you ignore throne who's there.'

Ten shakes his head, eyes facing down. 'I know, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.'

'You say that too much. Not everything can be solved with apologies.'

He scoops her up, holding her close. 'We're alone you know.'

'I know.'

Koschei's capuchin Amante had held onto Aika as she faded, not making any noise. The Master himself had looked fondly at the squirrel monkey and Theta had stroked the capuchin to calm her down.

'Well, we carry on. We always do.'

He flicked a switch.

* * *

><p>Agnoise, perched on Martha's shoulder, glares at the Master and his small monkey dæmon. They've been 'caught' after a year of running and he seems so happy. The monkey walks forward as the Master rants, that maniacal grin spread across both their faces. The monkey, the Doctor called it Amante, creeps froward, wrapping a hand around Agnoise and pulling him away.<p>

The frog, with his bright colouring, bristles but Martha ignores it, too busy laughing at the Master and explaining away their little plan. Agnoise stiffens, letting out a small amount of poison, just as the telepathic field burst forth. Amante screeches, dropping the frog.

Agnoise jumps away, scurrying to Martha's arms. They watch the two Time Lords, the Doctor holding the Master in a tight embrace. Strangely, paradoxically, the capuchin seems to cling to the squirrel monkey equally tight.

When the gun goes off, Agnoise clings tighter to Martha, his skin sticking to hers. She can't be poisoned by him and the closeness is comforting.

The Doctor and the Master are huddled together, their dæmons between them in a tight embrace. The Master has one hand on Aika's back while the Doctor strokes Amante's fur.

Martha holds Agnoise tighter.

* * *

><p>Donna scratches Enpotan's neck, trying to calm the white tiger down. Something is wrong, the dæmon can feel it, but Donna refuses to notice. She is too happy with Lee and Joshua and Ella. Enpotan is happy as well, happy to curl up with Begeye, Lee's arctic hare, when their humans go out in a date, happy to lift Laraka to bed when Joshua won't sleep, happy to run with Mulagi when Ella is playing with Lee. But that doesn't mean he likes it. Doesn't mean it makes sense.<p>

Doesn't stop the vague memory of a small monkey that scratched at his ankles.

Donna grips the tiger's neck as Enpotan growls at their guest. Doctor Moon is 'just checking' on the two but he dæmon suspects something sinister is happening. The doctor's dæmon is no where to be seen and the doctor never acts like she's anywhere.

Doctor Moon smiles, tilting his head sideways.

Later, when the doctor is gone, Enpotan looks at Donna and smiles. The memory of the monkey, the unsettling feeling and all the worries are gone. Just gone.

'Shall we take the kids to the park?'

Donna grins and they leave the house, without a care.

* * *

><p>It was the strangest feeling, for both of them. They were both expecting it, the feeling of disappearing but coming back was incredibly strange. The Doctor reappearing in his TARDIS, Aika forming out of Dust on his shoulder, her chipmunk form as small as ever. They took one second to run around the TARDIS, not at each other, check bow tie before leaving.<p>

They smile at Amy instantly, watching her as she seems victorious. He looks around at the guests as Aika hops down next to Varjon, the two dæmons rubbing against each other. Amy goes to kiss the Doctor but he spins her around, letting Rory take her. Aika scurries up the Doctor's leg as Heishi, a bigger than normal fox, stands above the smaller rabbit-dæmon. The Doctor smiles, Aika giggling in his ear.

'Let's dance.' She whispers.

They ignore Amy's laughs, dancing the traditional, Gallifreyan way. Well, they are the last Time Lords left so whose going to say they're lying. Aika jumps around with the children's dæmon while the Doctor waves his arms in the air.

Later, while the Doctor watches his companions dance together, Aika shuffles over to their dæmons, quickly embraced.

'I missed you.'

* * *

><p>Varjon looks down at the baby, their baby. A small, fragile pup is cuddled up next to the baby, wrapped in the blanket. Melody and Atolim are tiny and delicate but most importantly, his. His and Amy's and Rory's and Heishi's. And, he supposes, the Doctor's and Aika's. Not by blood, but their child will live and grow in the TARDIS. Melody will love her, 'Uncle Doctor' and he expects Atolim will try to mimic, Aika's small form, along with his own fluffy one and Heishi's big, lithe one.<p>

'Varjon.'

The dæmon turns at the sound of his name, watching Amy. She's been talking to their baby, telling Melody about her father. Now, Kovarian stands there, her panther dæmon, Gospothus, stalking closer to them.

Varjon hopes down, standing in front of the panther. Gospothus could easily eat him but shouldn't underestimate the power and ferocity of a rabbit threatened.

'Stand down, bunny.' The panther says, crouching down, ready to pounce.

'Try it, Gospothus. I'll do you.' Varjon's thick Scottish accent never left him, nor did his nature to fight.

Melody's crying makes him turn and Gospothus leaps over him, grabbing Atolim.

Amy clings to Varjon as their baby is taken.

* * *

><p>'You are so beautiful.'<p>

Heishi clings to Varjon as she feels herself disappearing. Rory is holding Amy but the fox, small and orange, wants to stay with the rabbit. Wants to stay alive.

Heishi fades into Dust.

Rory dies.

Heishi wakes up.

They are in a tent, surrounded by people they recognise in the back of their mind. Rory, looking at the strange, roman-like uniform, casually drifts a hand across Heishi's back.

Her much longer back.

He looks down, noticing her fur has darkened to an almost-black brown. She has doubled to three times the size she was before, now nose-to-tail-tip reaching from the top of his head to his knee. He guesses she would reach his hip when stood up. They look at each other, wondering what could have happened, how she could have changed.

How they are alive.

Rory shakes his head, standing up to get on his uniform. It fits easily and he puts it on without a thought. Without a thought, he slings the sword- gladius, he corrects himself- around his waist. Another soldier with a dog dæmon, pops in his head.

'Roranicus, Cleopatra's here.'

Heishi growls and the two leave.

* * *

><p>River, for that is the name her current face claims, watches the Doctor interact with her parents. Milota sits next to her, watching Heishi. The Teumessian fox, a fast, uncatchable creature that normally comes from the far off planet, Teumessia. Milota's own form, a Banshee, is an earthen creature that originally came from a planet from the same system. Heishi creeps closer to Varjon, standing watch.<p>

Milota looks up at River and she crouches down. 'I don't think she likes me.'

River raises an eyebrow. 'She has no idea who you are, Milo. You do seem very threatening.'

Milo laughs, his whole body shaking. 'I'm going to see Aika.'

River has to smirk as she watches Milo stalk the chipmunk, his tail stroking the smaller dæmons chin. Aika regards him with a cautious look, as if she expects him to bite her.

'Excuse me.' River, still crouched, looks up at the dark brown fox. Heishi glares slightly. 'Is your dæmon a threat?'

River frowns. 'Don't you want to know if I'm a threat?'

Heishi laughs and River sees Rory smirking. 'We already know you are. We just wonder about the Banshee.'

River smiles. 'Then no. He won't ever hurt you.'

* * *

><p>Clara stands, facing the 'wound', Mustahil wrapped around her shoulders. The ermine is shaking, watching Aika slowly fade, the Dust still clinging to the Doctor.<p>

'We have to do something.' Mustahil says, his claws digging into Clara's shoulder.

She nods, not looking back as she steps into the stream of light. It hurts, like her entire body setting in fire, but she has to do it. Has to save him.

Clara Oswald and Mustahil.

Oswin Oswald and Stah.

Clara Oswin Oswald and Mushil.

Clara Oswin and Stahil.

She is repeated, throughout history. Mustahil goes with her and they try so hard to save the Doctor, stopping the Great Intelligence at every turn. They battle through time, a thousand Clara's, a thousand Intelligence's, a thousand Mustahil's, all fighting, all battling over the life of a Time Lord that doesn't even know they are there.

Clara feels herself pulled to the ground, watching people pass her. She knows them, better than she knows herself. Except for one, the one at the edge of the cliff. Her heart tells her to stay away and Mustahil hisses at the stranger and his hidden dæmon.

They have done their job and they saved the Doctor.


	5. Hunger Games

Katniss doesn't know what scares her more; the ease at which she shoots the boy from 1, or speed of which Fitimtar jumps on his dæmon. The snake can't react in time, trying to protect her human from the arrow, unable to even try to bite the panther as he snaps her neck.

Fitimtar slicks back to sit next to Katniss as she cradles Rue. Fitimtar lightly picks up Pattu, the unsettled dæmon currently a skylark and cradling him in his paws, like he used to do with Hostet. Rue asks Katniss to sing as she does, slowly murmuring Prim's favourite lullaby. Fitimtar hums along, her nose softly pressed against the bird's wing as he disappears into Dust.

Then Katniss is crying, losing control and Fitimtar is just sat there, looking at Rue's body. Since their father, his mother, died, he has been devoid of emotion, unable to express any feeling, even if they appear. So he just collects the flowers for his human but doesn't comfort her, nor share in her grief.

They leave her a hour or two later, Katniss saluting the camera as they do. But Fitimtar just stares ahead, ready to fight and win the Games.

* * *

><p>Peeta hates watching Ahara since their stay in the Capitol and their high-jacking. Although he knows his own emotions and thoughts are just as messed up, his duck dæmon has always been the more emotive of the two of them. It is quite scary how quickly she can go from calm and collected, simply sitting next to him as he kneads bread, to manic and angry, flying around the room and screaming as he throws something at the door.<p>

For the first time in his life, he is happy with her non-threatening state because, when his mind is clear, he realises he would hate it if they hurt anyone. Of course, when they are angry, he wishes she was bigger, faster, so she could get the retreating therapists before their dæmons leave the room.

Ahara has changed since the Capitol, physically, but he refuses to admit it although the black feathers are difficult to ignore. When a therapist mentions it, Ahara flies at her squirrel dæmon, who scurries away before he can see the feathers up close.

Overall, he hates his dæmon since the Capitol. But, mostly, he hates the way she looks at the mutt's panther dæmon.

* * *

><p>Pyktis has to restrain herself everyday around Fitimtar, especially after he and his human win the Games. Not just because he seems so much older now but because of the brown duck that sits on his back. Ahara glances at her and tilts her head, the cougar snarling just out of principle. It should be her pressed up against Fitimtar's black fur, not Ahara.<p>

Later, when Gale visits his 'cousin', the two dæmons crash into each other so fast, Hostet and Ahara have to jump away with a loud squeak and an indignant squawk. But it doesn't matter because Fitimtar is resting his head on Pyktis' neck and Katniss is clinging to Gale while Peeta and Prim can only look on, Ahara resting on the boy's lap, looking jealous.

The four of them go hunting later, like before the Games. Pyktis and Fitimtar run after several larger animals; badgers, foxes, etc, while Gale and Katniss take down some smaller birds and squirrels. Pyktis takes great joy in biting down on the neck of a duck but loses some joy after Fitimtar refuses to look at her game.

They return to Victor's Village in silence. Then Fitimtar is gone, maybe forever.

* * *

><p>'Eyes open, Mitchie.' Sakra says, nudging her human. Haymitch scowls at the nickname but shakes himself awake, looking at the screen. There's meant to be at least one mentor awake at all times and since he is the only mentor from Twelve, he has to keep his eyes open throughout the whole games. He takes short naps when Peeta and Katniss are sleeping but never longer than an hour.<p>

Sakra climbs closer to the screen, the koala swaying slightly on her feet. Just because they are busy, doesn't mean they can't have alcohol. They always have alcohol.

'At least I got you to keep me awake.' He mutters, eyes rolling in their sockets.

'You'd be dead without me.' Sakra says, leaning on the screen showing Peeta. 'He'll be dead in a bit.'

She turns, eyes wide but he shakes his head. 'Not enough sponsors. They'll give stuff to her but not him. They don't think he has a chance.'

'So they won't give him one.' Her eyes travel to Katniss, crying over the loss of her ally. The new rule they've talked Crane into will help but Rue's funeral is hard to brush over.

'We're in trouble Mitchie.'

Haymitch snores.

* * *

><p>Hostet learns to heal just as quickly as Prim does. While she stitches a cut on a human's arm, he will take a bandage in his mouth and wrap it around their dæmon's wounds. The mouse will run across the room when Prim needs medicine, getting it quicker than the other medics would.<p>

Hostet sits on Prim's shoulder as Peeta, Johanna and Annie are brought into the medical room. Due to their 'emotional connection' with these victims, they are forbidden to help and are shoved backwards, scowling all the way.

'Look at Ahara.' Hostet whispers and Prim turns, watching the duck being dragged along next to Peeta. She is squawking and screaming, trying to lash out at the dæmon holding her. Johanna's bush baby and Annie's small bird are being carried next to their unconscious human's but Peeta is screaming and Prim has to leave.

Hostet digs his claws into Prim's shirt as they run. They enter their rooms, thankful to find it empty. Prim taps Katniss' Mockingjay pin as Hostet runs down her arm.

'They'll be okay, right Prim?'

There is no answer and Hostet raises his head.

'Primrose?'

She blinks, smiling at him. 'Of course. So will we.'

* * *

><p>Jublio looks down at District Twelve, perched on Effie's shoulder. The swallow's wings ruffle slightly as she sees their grim faces, knowing this wouldn't look good for the camera. The children from District One always smile at the camera and some from District Four even wave for Panem. Why couldn't this district be the same?<p>

'Calm down, Ju.' Effie whispers.

Jublio nods. 'Smile for the camera, Effie.'

The two of them straighten up, Effie grinning out at the crowd, Jublio moving his wings in a greeting wave. No dæmon, not even the mayor's raven responds and Jublio has to keep his beak closed.

Finally, after the Capitol video and the speeches, Effie walks over to ball of slips, Jublio rocking side to side on her shoulder. She makes a good show of choosing the slip, trying to make this district slightly more interesting. Jublio looks down as she opens the slip and they speak the name together.

'Primrose Everdeen.'

A young girl steps out, terrified. Before Jublio can pass judgement, another girl is running forward, her panther dæmon shouting about volunteering. Jublio wings ruffle at the display. It's sloppy but it will get them noticed.

Maybe they have a chance.

* * *

><p>'You are an idiot Cinna!'<p>

Kubuni almost shouts as they enter the room. Cinna just smiles at her, sitting down in the bed and winking. After Katniss' interview, they both know they're in trouble but he doesn't seem to care.

'This isn't a joke, Cinna.' The tiger growls, the golden flecks in her black stripes flashing in the light.

'No, it's a rebellion.' He said, flicking off his shoes and lying down under the covers. 'Like you didn't think we'd getting involved after what happened to mum and-'

She growled again, jumping onto the bed and standing above him, teeth bared just in front of his eyes. 'Don't talk about it like that! Like it was nothing!'

Cinna's head tilts and he raises an eyebrow. 'Careful now, Kubuni. Sounds like you've got something against the Capitol.'

Her body shivers and she collapses, her head resting next to his. One hand lazily strokes her back.

'We'll win this, Kubuni. I promise.'

Her tail wraps around his ankle and his arms wrap around her back. Her paws rests under his shoulders and they stay still.

'What if they kill us?'

'They won't, I promise.' He smiles into her fur. 'We'll be fine.'

* * *

><p>Finnick lets one hand carefully rest against Esclava's back as they playfully flirt with their latest 'client'. She has already paid Snow to have him for the evening but he at least has to pretend he wants her.<p>

The Capitol woman- he can't even remember her name- strokes his arm suggestively while her dæmon- a bright pink cat- rubs up against Esclava. The crocodile grins, her tail whipping round and lightly running along the cats side.

The woman grins, whispering something before walking off. Finnick stays where he is, knowing she'll be back but leans forward, letting his hand rest above Esclava's jaw.

'Brilliant performance Clava. Five stars.' He whispers. She opens her mouth slightly, biting down in his finger lightly.

'They all know we're acting. I don't see what the point is.'

'The point is to keep Snow happy. As long as he's preoccupied with us-'

'-he won't go near Annie and Cerritus. I know, Fin, I know.'

He leans down, pressing a kiss to her head. 'Just think of them, Clava. Think of them.'

They straighten up as the woman comes back. They follow her into the bedroom, mind back in District 4 with their poor, mad girl.

* * *

><p>Cerritus rests on Esclava's head as the wedding goes on. The small bird, an Egyptian plover, is struggling to stay still, his wings twitching every so often. When Annie and Finnick are finally married, he can't stay still and flies off, swooping around the room, letting out a long thrill.<p>

As he flies, trying to shake the cloud from his mind, and Annie's, dozens of other dæmons join him, District Thirteen's children having fun for the first time in their lives.

He swoops down to land on Annie's shoulder, next to Finnick's hand. They are having their first dance, a slow number and Finnick reaches a finger to Cerritus as the two of them sway, Esclava sat at their feet.

Cerritus reaches out a wing, brushing Finnick's finger while Esclava's tail touches Annie's leg. Both human's smile as the wedding is finally finished, District Four style.

Later, Annie and Finnick continue to move, surrounded by others smiling and dancing. District Thirteen seems overjoyed to be able to let their hair down and Cerritus is happy to give them that.

They are sat down as Finnick dances with Johanna. Annie's hand goes to her stomach.

'I can't wait to tell them.'

* * *

><p>Roja slivers along Coriolanus' arm, heading towards Seneca. The snake opens her mouth, her fangs dripping with poison. The edge of the fangs are just inches from Krijues, Crane's spaniel dæmon, who recoils back into her human's lap, trying to curl closer to his body.<p>

'Will that be all, sir?' Crane says, managing to keep his voice even despite Krijues' obvious distress.

'Yes, Seneca. You may go.' Snow says, nodding as the Gamemaker stood to leave, clutching his dæmon to his chest.

'Well, that was interesting.' Roja said, wrapping tight around Snow's wrist and looking up at him.

He smirked. 'Seneca is young. We can accept a few mistakes for now.'

Roja nodded. It was Crane's first year as Head Gamemaker and they liked to be lenient to start with, give them a false sense of security.

Roja began sliding up his arm again, emerald scales glinting in the sun. 'The uprising in Five was easy enough to stop.'

Snow smiled. 'Of course. One small spark won't start a rebellion. We contain it.'

Roja grinned, the poison they had long ago drunk dripping off her fangs. 'Nothing will make us lose control, will it, Lanus?'

'Of course not. That's impossible.'


	6. Twilight

Bella had never been embarrassed by Kalkan's form, not once since his Settling. Yes, a lamb is not the most impressive of dæmons but she still loved him.

Then they met Edward.

Edward and Kartsel and her stupid mountain lion form. When Kalkan had first seen the creature, stalking across the cafeteria, he had shuddered against Bella's leg. Then, when they walked into the classroom, Kalkan had tried to stay as far from the lion as possible, while they were both stuffed under the desk.

Then they had found out what they were and Kalkan still couldn't go near Kartsel, even though their human's will so in love. It was just natural for dæmons to be scared of vampires.

So Bella was embarrassed because Kalkan couldn't show Kartsel any affection. She could see Edward was upset, even if he didn't show it.

Then, when they were sat in the meadow, Kalkan slowly edged towards Kartsel, until their sides were touching. The lion lowered her head, pressing her nose to Kalkan's forehead. Kalkan leaned into it, still shy but less awkward.

'And so the lion fell in love with the lamb.' Edward whispered, smirking.

Bella smiled, leaning closer to her boyfriend.

* * *

><p>Kartsel watches as Bella and Kalkan walked down the aisle, Charlie and Sufya walking along beside them. The lamb trots happily, eyes on the lion. Kartsel grins, sitting down onto her hind legs and Kalkan sits opposite her. Her tail flicks sideways and Kalkan tilts her head. They are both aware of their humans repeating after the victor, aware of Kartsel's siblings smiling and Kartsel can hear every thought in the audience. But it doesn't matter, they are just staring at each other.<p>

She remembers when he was scared of her, when he wouldn't come near. But it doesn't matter because Edward and Bella are getting married now and they are going to be together forever. Kartsel smiles at the idea of a vampire with a lamb dæmon.

Later, when their human's are slow dancing, Kalkan and Kartsel lie together on the edge of the dance floor, just close enough not to cause Bella pain. Supernatural beings have a longer reach than their human counterparts.

She sees Jacob and Liderra on the edge of the dance floor and nudges Kalkan. He leaves with Bella to say hello, while Edward sits next to Kartsel.

'We're married.' He whispers.

'Yes, we are.'

* * *

><p>Liderra freezes when she feels something change in Jacob. The German Shepard had stayed outside to help the Cullen's fight while Jacob went to kill the thing. Kartsel will kill her but, right now, that's exactly what she wants. But something's wrong with Jacob and she has to leave the fight.<p>

She runs through the house, wondering what could have possibly made her human stop his mission. Liderra skids to a halt next to Jacob, looking up at him then following his eye-line towards the chair.

There is a great pulse of Dust when her eyes meet the newborn dæmon's. The line connecting her and Jacob has trebled, now connecting her to Renesmee and Datter. Her legs give out beneath and she is on the floor, Jacob's hand fisted in her fur. They are looking at the babies, eyes not moving for a second.

Datter tilts his head slightly, his form changing from a bird, matching Rosalie's, to a cub, a brown wolf. Liderra moves to match Datter's movement, her ears twitching.

Then she and Jacob look at each other, remembering the fighting. Then they are moving, running to stop the war.

For Renesmee.

For Datter.

For their imprint.

* * *

><p>Symponia's nose wrinkles as a patient is wheeled in, covered in blood. Carlisle spares her a quick look before getting to work. Symponia nods to herself, lumbering over to where the family are crying. The panda immediately attracts their attention, not just due to her size but from being so far from her human.<p>

'Hello.' She says, shocking them again. 'I'm Symponia, Dr. Cullen's dæmon. I'm here to answer any questions?'

The father smiles, shakily, obviously happy to have someone to listen to him. 'What's happening to Dijan? Her dæmon?'

Symponia turns her big head, watching the fluxing Dust next to the young girl. Sometimes, it forms into a small ferret but, more often, it is bright particles, trying to cling to his human.

'Your daughter's condition is very serious, she is on the verge of death. Dijan is fading into Dust.'

The mother starts crying and Symponia regrets the direct route. 'Your child is not dead, Mrs Walker. The fact that Dijan is forming his shape shows they can be saved. Carlisle will save them, I promise.'

A hand on the back of her neck makes her look of Carlisle, eyes wide.

'Your daughter will be fine.'

Symponia grins.

* * *

><p>Pateras is the first to welcome the new dæmons. Of course, Alice and Jasper are quickly welcomed by their new siblings but their dæmons aren't so easily accepted. Kartsel, Neart and Bellazzus will huddle together, glancing every so often at Jovo, with his constant excitement, and Lagani, her eyes still tinged with red. The three of them don't mean to be rude, the cat and fox just unnerve them slightly.<p>

Esme pats his head lightly, nudging over to the smaller dæmons. He runs his striped tail along her arm once before leaping over to where the two are. Lagani instantly tries to stand in front of Jovo but Pateras, trying not to be intimidating, lies down. The tiger tilts his head until the fox relaxes.

'It's wonderful to have new family members.' He smiles.

Lagani tilts her head. 'You really believe that.' It's a statement, like she knows what Pateras is feeling.

Jovo chuckles, jumping onto Lagani's back. 'I told you, Lag. This is our new family.'

Lagani shrugs, stalking off to stand with Jasper and Alice. Pateras smiles, walking back to Esme.

'They'll be fine.' He mutters, licking her fingers.

'I know.' Esme smiles, stroking his back. 'I know.'

* * *

><p>Lagani shivers next to Jasper as they wait for Victoria's army to arrive. Neither of them are scared or worried but they can feel the fear rolling off every other person in the forest. Jasper bends down to stroke her neck, sending a wave of calm other everyone else. He can't change his dæmon's emotions but he can try to stop the others affecting her.<p>

'What if something happens?' She mutters in his ear, her red tail flicking around to grasp his arm.

'If something was going to happen, Alice would tell us.' He whispers back, stroking his fur to try and relax her. 'You worry too much.'

'Everyone else worries too much, you mean.'

He laughs under his breath, sending another wave of calm over his family and the wolves. Alice glances at him but he traces no hint of worry, so turns back towards the forest, Lagani's tail wrapping around his leg.

He feels the newborns just seconds before he hears them. All that anger and fear and lack of control is difficult to miss. Smirking slightly, he takes every negative emotion from those around him and throws them at the newborns.

Lagani sinks low, ready to pounce.

* * *

><p>Jovo watches as Lagani is pulled from the room by Neart, snapping her jaws in front of the bears nose. Emmett's dæmon just pushes her away, forcing her out of the room. Symponia is not far behind, ready to take action, as is Pateras. Jasper himself is being pulled away by Emmett and Alice.<p>

Jovo shudders as Alice walks out with her mate, leaving the cat alone in the room. Carlisle has taken Bella and Kalkan to the other room and the rest are outside, trying to calm Jasper and Lagani down. Jovo wonders what he can do, the possible outcomes running through his mind each time he makes a slight decision. None of them really end well.

'They'll be fine, Jo.'

He raises his head to lick Alice hand as she walks back in. 'What about Bella? And Edward?'

Alice sighs, having seen the visions as well. 'It'll all work out fine.'

'Can you promise me that?' Jovo snarls, whipping around to bite her ankles. She moved away before he could, a small vision stopping the attack.

Alice hisses, bending down to place a hand on his back. 'It'll be fine.'

Jovo leans against his human. 'I hope so.'

* * *

><p>Neart lays next to her human, looking around the cafeteria. They are new to this school so all the other dæmons are hiding beneath the tables or on their humans laps, staring with wide eyes at her, Kartsel and Lagani. The fox not as much but the lion and bear are getting incredibly fearful looks. Neart shakes her head, resting it on Emmett's lap. He threads his hand through her fur.<p>

'It's okay, Neart.' He whispers, lips barely moving. She shudders, her great form shaking the table slightly. The whole cafeteria flinches, turning slightly to look. Emmett waves them off.

'It's fine, I promise.' He mutters, as she continues to shake.

'I don't like the way they look at me.' Neart never liked her form. It reminds her of the thing that nearly killed them.

'They're just jealous. Screw them.' He says, smirking slightly.

She pats her face with one great paw before looking up at him. 'But I'm ugly.'

'Excuse me?' She turns, seeing Bellazzus walking towards her. The peacock preens slightly, brushing his feathers against her fur. 'What's this about being ugly?'

Neart drops her heart. 'I'm big and fat and-'

Bellazzus cuts her off, smiling. 'You're beautiful.'

* * *

><p>Bellazzus tilts his head, looking in the mirror. Carlisle had explained that, sometimes when a human was turned, their dæmon can change, shift shape even if have settled. The former dove now has huge, bright feathers fanning out behind him, a bright blue plumage and a curved, proud head ending in a pointed beak. Very different from his old small, bright form.<p>

'Don't you like it?' Rosalie mutters, eyes widening slightly. 'Is there something wrong?'

'No, no.' He smiles back, just as prideful as before the bite. 'I'm still as happy as before. There's nothing wrong.'

He wants to say something else, to moan about the loss of easy flight and smaller form. He also wants to brag about the beauty of his feathers, the royalty of his stance. But he doesn't think either thing will help Rosalie right now.

He turns slightly, watching his human comb her hair. It doesn't need it. 'Are you happy, Rosie?'

Rosalie sighs, leaning forward to stroke his head. Before, the movement might have looked clumsy but, as a vampire, she is graceful, wonderful.

'I am definitely happy. Happier than I've ever been.'

She smiles and he tilts his head, leaning into her touch.

* * *

><p>They first begin to notice, actually notice, Liderra when they are six, looking fourteen. Datter had settled a couple months ago, the brown wolf coming to Nessie's shoulder. Datter hadn't liked the form at first, used to flying around Nessie's head and landing on Jacob's shoulder.<p>

He had always been allowed to touch Jacob, like Liderra would lick Nessie's fingers. They remember Mom and Kalkan sitting down with them when they turned one and explaining that, while she could do that with Jake, no one else liked to have their dæmons touched. Nessie had nodded, watching Kalkan flinch away from her fingers.

Now, as an apparent teenager, they couldn't help but take notice of the dog who was always with them. Take notice of the way her ears stuck up, the softness of her fur, the darkness of her eyes. Liderra truly was beautiful and Datter loved to play in the grass with her. The older Nessie got, the less time the two of them spent apart.

So, when Nessie turns seven and kisses Jacob under the mountains, her hand curled in Liderra's fur, his placed on Datter's back, no one's really surprised.

The four of them are soul mates.


	7. Les Miserables

Tahana shuddered as Javert and his dæmon left, the doberman pausing to nod at her before leaving. She slowly walked back over to Jean, resting her head on his knee. The former convict ran a hand through the hyena's fur, trying to reassure her.

'It's okay, Hana.' He muttered. 'You're fine, we're fine.'

She shuddered again, thinking of the prison where she always kept just far enough away from him to hurt. Carrying objects back and forth between prisoners, only allowed to visit her own human when a delivery was for him.

'What if he gets us, Jean? I haven't exactly got a mayoral form.'

He tutted slightly, stroking her back again. 'No one in the town has said anything about your form, Hana. I doubt Javert will notice.'

They both know it is a lie, both know it is Javert's job to notice, to remember the dæmons of convicts who went missing. If anyone will catch them, it's the inspector.

With a sigh, Jean stands, heading for the door. They need to be mayors again.

'After you, Goeie.' He says, using her fake name.

'Thank you, Monsieur Madeline.' The hyena smiles, licking his hand as they leave the room.

* * *

><p>Teise looks down at the Seine, balancing on the edge of the bridge. Javert runs a hand over her face, smiling slightly. Teise looks up, resting her head against his hand.<p>

'We can't go on, Alain. Not after this.'

He nods, smiling sadly. The Doberman pressed herself closer to his side as he wrapped an arm around her body. Javert sits down, holding her closer, pressing his face into her neck.

Teise looks down at the river again, shuddering slightly. It looks cold, so cold and the fall will definitely be painful. She doesn't want to do it, doesn't want to leave her Inspector but she knows they can't not, can't stay in a world where Valjean is allowed to continue.

'It'll be fine, Teise.' Javert mutters into her side. 'We'll be fine.'

'Love you, Alain.'

'Love you, Teise.'

With that, they push off, falling toward the water. Teise digs her claws into his shirt and Javert wraps his arms around her, holding her tightly. The tumble downward, the wind whipping against his clothes and her fur, causing them to tighten their grips even more.

Inspector Alain Javert and his dæmon Teise die together, leaving the world of Jean Valjean.

* * *

><p>Impian forces himself not to shudder as the lizard dæmon crawls off her skin and toward her human. The man drops some money then walks off, not saying anything to Fantine. The swan raises her head slightly, watching as her human shudders where she is laying.<p>

'Are you okay, Tine?' He mutters, waddling over to her and resting his long neck along her arm.

'How could this happen to us, Pian?' She whispers, not moving to comfort her dæmon. 'How could our life go so wrong?'

Impian shakes his head, looking up at her. 'I don't know, Fantine. At least Cosette is being cared for.'

Fantine nods and the two of them smile, thinking of their wonderful girl. Thank the lord for the Thenardiers. Without them, their poor daughter would be starving right now, the two of them unable to do anything about it.

Fantine finally raises a hand to stroke her dæmon's head. He leans into it, the two of them craving affection after the ordeal they have just had. They stay there, not moving, just taking in the other's touch and trying to relax.

'All dreams come to an end.' Impian mutters finally, tears falling from Fantine's eyes.

* * *

><p>Awan falls to Cosette's feet as she bumps into the man, the two of them to distracted by each other to look where they were going. His dæmon, a bright macaw, flies down to stand next to her.<p>

Awan tries to move his wing but he has scratched it in the fall. Cosette bends down to pick her up, at the same time the man does the same with his dæmon. As Cosette reaches for Awan, her hand brushes the macaw and Awan feels an unfamiliar hand ruffle her feathers. The feeling is not unpleasant but is strange. Both she and the macaw freeze slightly before their humans pick them up and turn around. Cosette hurries to her Papa's side, her dove dæmon leaning out of her arms to brush heads with Tahana, Papa's hyena dæmon.

Later, when they are fleeing from Javert for reasons unknown to them, Awan flies alongside her human on the way back to Rue Plumet.

'Cosette?' He began, when they entered the garden. 'Will we see that boy again?'

His human tilted her head to watch him, holding out a hand for him to land on. 'I don't know Awan. But I certainly hope so.'

* * *

><p>Vojta rests on the windowsill, looking down at the blood seeping into the street. Marius is sat on a chair, just far away enough for it tug on their bond but close enough to not hurt. They are not looking at each other, both lost in their memories and thoughts of their friends, dead.<p>

When Marius shudders, she finally leaves the window, flying towards her human. He doesn't even look up as she lands, looking over his shoulder. Cosette and Awan stand there, eyes wide. They are stood like they want to come forward but are holding themselves back.

Marius shudders again, a tear falling down his face. 'I'm sorry my friends. I'm sorry Enjolras.'

Vojta beckons to the other two and they come running forward, Cosette bending down to face her love. He stares blankly at her, not taking in Cosette's face. She raises an arm slightly so Vojta can perch on it, the feeling one of pure love when she touches her. Awan flutters over to Marius' shoulder, trying to give the same comfort.

The four of them sit together for a few moments, taking in each other's love. It won't bring his friends back. But it helps.

* * *

><p>Loka snarled as Pije jumped on her back, cackling once before jumping away into Grantaire's arms. The snow leopard growled at the drunk as he ran away with his koala dæmon.<p>

'Careful.' Enjolras says from next to her. 'I'm beginning to think you like him.'

'Who? The human or the dæmon?'

'Both.' Her human rolls his eyes, leaning over the battle plans. Most of the Amis are crowded around Marius, listening to him and Vojta babble on about the girl and her dove dæmon. It scares Enjolras a bit to imagine touching another's dæmon.

'Well, if I like them, so do you.'

Enjolras scoffs, drawing lines across the plans. He needs to know exactly where everyone will be when Lemarque's funeral procession passes. 'Let's agree to disagree, shall we.'

Loka laughs slightly, sitting back on her haunches. They are silent for a few seconds, before she rubs his head against his hand. 'Are we ready for this? Really, Apollo?'

He smiles slightly, stroking her neck. 'As ready as we'll ever be. It'll be fine, people will join our cause.'

'What if they don't?'

He shrugs, looking around. 'They all joined.'

She licks his hand. 'I suppose. For France?'

'For France.'

* * *

><p>Ploaie glanced across the courtyard at Vojta, his eyes dropping slightly. Éponine places a hand on his flank, turning her dæmon around to face her father and Talaivan. The Shetland pony glances at the macaw, one last time, before facing the pig dæmon. Talaivan sneers slightly, glaring across at Marius and his dæmon.<p>

Ploaie and Éponine listen to the plan, taking in how they are going to rob the house down Rue Laile. Éponine and Ploaie will go ask for help at the door, getting the man out of the house to 'help' Montparnasse down the street. While he is gone, Thénardier and the others will sneak in and take everything.

The group disbands, promising to meet back at sunset. Thénardier glares at his daughter once before following the others down the pub. Éponine sits down, resting her head against Ploaie's leg.

'Ponine? You okay?' She looks up, smiling instantly at Marius.

'Of course.'

'I'm going to the cafe. Want to come?'

She nods, taking his hand and standing up. Vojta flies to Ploaie's head, resting there. The two of them follow Marius, Éponine gently stroking her dæmons flank.

He might not yet but Marius would notice them. One day.

* * *

><p>Ciriya runs through the streets at Gavroche's side, the two of them laughing as they head toward the cafe. The revolution is close now and the Amis are busy getting ready. But Courfeyrac and Grantaire are always happy to spend a few minutes playing with him and Enjolras will stop and listen to him for a moment or two.<p>

Ciriya shifts as they near the cafe, going from a German Shepard to an eagle, flying ahead of her human. She briefly nuzzles with Ploaie as he passes before flying up the stars. Gavroche spares time for a hug with his sister before following.

The cafe is in a frenzy, the Amis rushing to try and get organised. Enjolras runs past them, Loka growling at other dæmons to make them be quiet. Courfeyrac and Combeferre are sat with their dæmons, a wildcat and a labrador, looking over plans and frowning. Marius is checking the guns, Vojta leaning over his shoulder. Grantaire and Pije are in the corner, drinking wine.

Gavroche runs over to Courfeyrac, who instantly wraps an arm around his shoulders before gently pushing him towards Grantaire. Ciriya shifts into a wildcat, pouncing on the koala.

They like it here.

* * *

><p>Talaivan and Variyavan stand together, watching the man with the hyena dæmon walk away with Colette. Cosette, whatever. The donkey bows his head, brushing his nose against the pig's head. Talaivan nudges him once before pushing him away.<p>

'At least it's one less mouth to feed.' The pig mutters, turning away slightly.

'You could have got more money.' Variyavan says, moving to stand at his human's side.

'Next time, we will.' Thenardier smirks as Talaivan takes her place next to him.

His wife rolls her eyes. 'You better. Now hurry up, we're opening soon. Éponine, go get Azelma.'

The little girl nods, Ploaie running beside her. The unsettled dæmon runs to both his parents as they are going, briefly taking their forms before leaving as a puppy at Éponine's side.

The four of them set up as normal, getting ready to scam as many people as possible. Éponine and Azelma are stood ready when they come back, prepare to run about and pickpocket. As usual, they ignore the boy in the other room, the crying not good for business.

They open a little earlier than normal, making more profit from stealing than from selling. That's just how the world works.

* * *

><p>Grantaire would have stayed down, would have sheltered amongst the wine bottles, if he had any brains about him. But Pije, clinging to his shirt, started trying to drag him up the stairs. The gun shots a few seconds before had caused them to cling to each other and now, without knowing if any of their friends are still alive, they are making their way up to see them.<p>

Enjolras and Loka are the only two still standing. Combeferre and Courfeyrac are lying on the floor, their dæmons gone. 'R? What are you doing?'

Grantaire smiles, a small, sad smile. Pije speaks for him. 'Standing with you. If you permit it.'

Enjolras only nods, letting the drunk and his koala dæmon stand next to him. As Enjolras raises the flag, his hand grazes Pije's back. The koala turns, grabbing for Enjolras' arm while his human lets a hand brush against Loka's back. They stand there waiting for the guns to go off.

Grantaire falls to the floor as Enjolras is blasted backwards. The leader falls out the window, Pije clinging to his shirt. Grantaire lies next to Loka, one hand fisting in her fur.

Pije fades, held tight by Enjolras.


	8. Avengers (2012)

Zaliza flutters over to Tony's shoulder, looking down at the new suit he is building. The falconet tilts her head slightly at the tiny pieces of scrap Tony is assembly next to the suit.

'What's that meant to be?'

Tony smirks, holding up the small, bird shaped armour. 'It's for you, Liza. Just an idea Pepper had.'

Zaliza chirps, floating down to Tony's wrist to get a better look. The 'armour' isn't painted yet but she is sure it will be the same bright colours as his armour. 'I prefer hiding beneath your armour Tony. It's much simpler.'

Tony smirks, putting down the metal. 'Suit yourself.'

Zaliza flies of his hand, gliding towards the door. Tony sighs slightly turning to follow her. They glance once at the discarded champagne before sitting down at the hologram. First night in a new building and they're doing homework. She lands on his shoulder, biting slightly on his ear.

'Know anything about thermonuclear astrophysics?'

'Nothing.' He sighs slightly, looking at the notes Coulson gave them.

'Better get to work then.' She laughs, flying away. He scowls slightly as she settles in front of the TV, before turning to the table again.

He hates homework.

* * *

><p>Kasuka shuffles closer to Bruce as the plane takes off. They had to pack everything in a few minutes, a SHIELD agent behind them the whole time. He is tempted to ask for some sedatives, just for the flight, but that would give them the wrong impression. It's not that they are out of control, they just find flying quite boring.<p>

Bruce accepts the computer from Natasha, picking up his puppy dæmon so she can get a better look. They watch Iron Man, Captain America and the two spies in action, smiling slightly at the spangly outfits the others wear. At least they stay in their clothes, sort of. The video shifts to them, Bruce, huge and green, Kasuka, a snarling wolf. He strokes the back of her head absentmindedly, trying to calm her down.

'Not fair.' She whispers, in Hindi so no one will listen in.

'What?'

'We get no armour. Not really. Everyone else does but we're exposed.'

Bruce laughs slightly. The agents grab their guns, as if he has began to change. 'I think we're fine, Suka. Don't really need armour.'

She barks, bearing her teeth mockingly at the agents. Both of them laugh at the reaction.

* * *

><p>Kapitani trots along next to Steve as they head back to the apartment. Of course they are taking Fury up on his offer, how could they not. Even if they didn't know about the Tesseract, Steve is still 'Captain America', after all.<p>

Steve runs a hand across Tani's back as they enter the small apartment, moving to pack the few things they have. The labrador shakes herself out, looking at the place they have called home for a few short weeks. They almost didn't get the room and Tani suspects SHIELD had something to do with it.

She picks up a picture, one of their original squadron and takes it in to Steve. The other, bigger soldiers have lions and eagles for dæmons, much more likely candidates for super soldier serum. Tani is small, a pup in Steve's arms. Why would any one choose her?

Steve pats her side again, nudging her towards the door. They give their keys to the landlord and then they're gone, heading towards the airport. SHIELD'll sent an agent to collect them from there.

'What do think it's all about?' Steve mutters as they wait.

'Dunno. But it can't be weirder than a red skull.'

* * *

><p>Vronti shakes out her wings, causing a great crack of lightening as she and her Aesir land in Midgard. The Storm Bird waits as Thor lands on the metal bird, pulling Loki out with him. She waits for a few moments, expecting Tophana to tumble after her man. When the Frost Wolf doesn't appear, she gives a cry, bolting down after Thor and his brother.<p>

She finds them arguing slightly, Loki laughing at Thor. Vronti spirals them, looking for her sister-dæmon but seeing Tophana no where in sight.

'She's not here. She's gone.'

Vronti lands on Thor's shoulder, looking at Loki. The trickster's face in contorted into a smirk but it seems forced. 'Gone where? Where have you sent her?'

Loki chuckles. 'I did not send her. She left by herself, without my input. I know not where.'

He is lying, Thor knows, as does his dæmon. Vronti flies to Loki, trying to give him some comfort but the younger Aesir shies away, shoving the Storm Bird away when she brushes his face with her wing.

Thor raises his hammer as Vronti returns to him. 'Listen now, brother, and listen well.'

Then something slams into the side of them.

* * *

><p>Kokkinos crawls down Natasha's arm, heading towards Clint's hand where Tira is resting. Before he can reach her, the archer stands, his dæmon wrapping around his arm as he moves away. Natasha twists her arm so Kokkinos can crawl onto her palm, then lifts him up to her shoulder.<p>

'What do we do?' She whispers, so low he barely hears it.

'We comfort them. Or, at least, we try.'

She turns he head, resting her chin just next to his front legs. They aren't used to getting comfort from the other so they keep it to a minimum.

'We have a job to do.' She says, standing. After New York, there will piles of paper work, both hers, Clint's and Coulson's. Both men are on sick leave for either physical or psychology recovery. So Natasha has to take it all on.

The spider dæmon crawls up slightly, onto his human's neck. 'Let's go. I don't think we can help Clint or Tira at the moment.'

Natasha nods, standing and shouting to Clint that she's leaving. She gets a shout back but its just a noise. No goodbye, no joke or insult.

Natasha and Kokkinos leave, worried out of their skin.

* * *

><p>Tira wraps herself around Clint's neck as her human draws another arrow, taking down two of the aliens in one shot. The snake hisses and Clint turns, shooting the Chitauri that is coming straight at them.<p>

'We're going to run out.' He mutters to her, turning on the spot to check for Chitauri.

'It'll be fine. The others will handle it.' She tightens her grip on his neck briefly before slivering down his arm, curling around his wrist. Clint sends a message over the comms quickly, shooting down another Chitauri on Tony's tail.

'We helped them get through, Tira. We have to get rid of them.'

Tira whips off Clint's arm, sinking her fangs into the alien nearing her man's back. 'That wasn't our fault. Loki-'

'Could have chosen anyone.' Clint shoots down three aliens flying after the Hulk.

'We were just there.' Tira dodges the Chitauri blast coming for their head.

'We should have stayed down. He would have ignored us.' Clint hits a nearing Chitauri over the head with his bow.

'You don't know that.' Tira freezes when she realises Clint is out of arrows, and there's a nearing explosion.

'No, I don't.' Clint jumps off the building.

* * *

><p>Loki stays still in ground, in pain from the attack from Hulk. He hears the portal close, hears the Chitauri fall and he has to smile. They're gone. He doesn't have to worry anymore.<p>

'Loki?' He turns his head, eyes widening when he see Tophana, standing in the doorway. He smiles, trying to move to reach his dæmon. The Frost Wolf is scarred all over, in clear pain but her tail is wagging. They are together again.

'Don't move.'

Loki freezes, turning his head to face the arrow pointed at his face. The redhead is holding his sceptre and he wants to tell her to drop it, to destroy it, but she will never listen to him.

Tophana growls, leaping over her Aesir in an attempt to protect him but her legs don't support her and she collapses against his side. Loki wraps his arms around her neck, determined to keep her with him.

'I'll have that drink now.'

No one moves, just staring at him. Vronti shakes from her place on Thor's shoulder. The beast's wolf dæmon snarls slightly but they just watch him, eyes narrowed. He sighs, collapsing against Tophana. He really missed his dæmon.

He'll explain later.

* * *

><p>Jasusa scowls as she watches Loki and his dæmon being checked over by Doctor Banner and Kasuka. The lynx turns to face Nick, face questioning.<p>

'Why are we helping him? He tried to destroy our world.'

Fury shrugs. 'Thor insisted. And it's not like he can do anything.'

Doctor Banner stitches up a gash on Loki's forehead, apologising slightly. Loki shrugs, eyes trailed on Tophana, like she'll just disappear. Kasuka is cleaning a wound on the Frost Wolf's leg, the two talking about the difference between Tophana's form and Kasuka's wolf body.

'He can still try. Especially once he's better.'

Fury rolls his eyes, picking Jasusa up and taking her out of the room. Barton is watching, an arrow ready to place through Loki's eyes if he tries anything. They wonder through the medical bay, nodding at Coulson as they pass him and Ejanta.

'When he's better, he's going back to Asgard.'

They pass Thor, his dæmon circling his head, thunder cackling outside. Tony, Steve and Natasha are sat further along, a game of poker set out in front of them. Zaliza and Kapitani look up, nodding at Jasusa.

They stand at the front of Helicarrier, ready to take charge.

* * *

><p>Ejanta used to think the best moment of her life was Settling in the same from as Captain America's dæmon, closely followed by the time they graduated from the SHEILD academy. They she met Kapitani.<p>

The other Labrador, gold instead of Ejanta's brown, had been so gracious and nice, the darker dog dæmon's tail hadn't stopped wagging the whole day. Of course, Phil had messed up slightly when talking to Steve and seemed far too awkward but Ejanta thought she had done alright. When Natasha told them to leave, Ejanta and Kokkinos had exchanged looks before leaving. The spider knew how excited the labrador was about this. Phil had patted her flank, getting her to move away.

'Captain America, Jan.' He had whispered as they moved through the halls.

'I know. This has to be the best day ever.'

Phil had laughed, moving to help with rising the Helicarrier. Natasha joins them, with Doctor Banner and Phil gets to talk to Captain America again, Kapitani batting her tail against Ejante's. The two have to hide how much they are enjoying this day.

The worst day of Ejante's life is when Phil gets stabbed and she feels herself begin to fade.

* * *

><p>Mennaj sits on Pepper's lap, watching the screen with fear. Tony and Zaliza have just disappeared through the portal, carrying a missile. Pepper's hand is fisted in the rabbit's fur, knuckles going white.<p>

'They're coming back, right?' Mennaj mutters.

Pepper says nothing, watching as the portal begins to close. Mennaj begins to shake, eyes widening when Tony finally falls through, Zaliza's small form following him. It takes him a few minutes to realise something is wrong.

'They're not slowing. Why aren't they slowing?'

Time seems to stop completely as they watch their loved ones fall, knowing there is nothing they could do, even if they were there. They only know Tony isn't dead already because of the small Falconet falling beside him.

There is a roar and a howl and something green slams into Tony's side, pulling him sideways towards a building. Another grey, furred thing catches Zaliza, the two of them falling at a much faster rate. Mennaj freezes, watching the screen, Pepper gripping him back so tight it hurts.

The green and the grey land on their back, cushioning the other two. Tony's eyes open and Pepper and Mennaj relax.

It looks like they have a new hero.


	9. King Arthur (2004 film)

Neta strolls along next to Artorius, glancing around at the campsite. They have the latest watch, as usual and all the knights are sleeping. Each one has a weapon, either in their hand or right night to it and the dæmons are crouched, ready to leap up into a fighting stance. The lioness shakes her head and looks up at her human.

'It's not fair. They should be on their way home now.'

Arthur stops, looking down at her. He sighs, sitting down next to her side. She allows herself to collapse, facing the opposite direction to him. They are still on guard. 'So should we. We could have been in Rome by morning.'

She snorts slightly. 'Please. Like Lance will let you go back to Rome without visiting Sarmatia first.'

She feels Arthur smile. 'We'll just have to take him to Rome with us.'

Neta's tail swishes from side to side, eventually wrapping around Excalibur's hilt. 'Maybe we won't leave. Father didn't.'

He takes her tail, gently moving it away. 'Father had mother. We have no reason to stay here.'

Her tail moves again, this time brushing against his arm. 'You never know, Artorius.'

They turn back to guard.

* * *

><p>Voziera watches Guinevere and her lynx dæmon lead Arthur and Neta into the forest. The tigress rolls her eyes slightly, turning to face Lancelot. The Sarmatian raises an eyebrow, fiddling with his trinket. His dæmon shakes her head, collapsing at his side.<p>

'Do you remember it? Sarmatia?'

He shrugs, looking down at the trinket. 'I remember hills and grass. You got anything else?'

She lifts her head, resting it on his lap. He runs a hand through her fur. 'I remember our sister and I think we had a brother. I can't remember their names, or our parents.'

He smiles softly but sadly before yawning. 'When we return, we will see them all again. They'll remember us, I'm sure.'

Voziera nods, twisting around to get comfortable. 'Go to sleep, Lance. We can worry about Arthur and the Woad in the morning.'

'Guinevere. Her name is Guinevere.' Lancelot says, the words muffled by another yawn.

'I know.' She mutters, feeling his eyes begin to close and shutting hers also.

They dream of Sarmatia, of playing in great fields with their siblings, of learning to ride with the other tribe children. When they wake, the dreams will be forgotten.

Sarmatia is forgotten.

* * *

><p>Jalitaja looks up at Isolde, flying high in the sky above their head. The hawk screeches once, spiralling down to rest on the panther's shoulder. Tristan strokes a hand down the hawk's back, the movement continuing onto his dæmon's neck.<p>

'Anything?' She whispers, barely audible.

'Several dozen archers and twice as many footmen but all new fighters, barely held a word.' He mutters back, same volume.

She debates for a second. 'Arthur and the others can handle them.'

He ties a letter to Isolde's foot, sending her up in the air. She will fly towards the knights, give them the message then return to them, at whatever new campsite they are at

'Taja.' Tristan's voice pulls her front her thought. 'Let's go.'

She nods, getting out of her crouch as he swings onto his horse. She can run just as fast as the equine, one of the many reasons they are chosen for scouting. They find the next campsite within an hour or two, this one hidden only by bushes, rather than huge oak trees. It's harder for Tristan to hide but Taja's pelt allows her camouflage.

'Only twenty.' She says, in returning.

He smiles, drawing his sword. 'Let's hunt.'

* * *

><p>Moza lies on the floor of the room, watching Bors and Vanora fight. Vanora is angry about the newest mission, the last mission, and so is her not-quite-husband. However, with no one to actually get angry at, they are screaming at each other. Vanora's Nomdeul is slithering between the children while Bors' bear dæmon lies with their small, unsettled dæmons rested against her stomach. There is not enough room in their house for the children to sleep with their dæmons, lest someone else touch them in the night<p>

Vanora and Bors finally finish their fight, them woman walking away, picking up Nomdeul and falling to sleep on one of the two beds in the room. Bors sighs, settling down on the other, directly behind Moza, brushing his hand against her back.

'I don't want to do this.' She mutters, turning away from the pups and cubs for a few seconds to stare at him. 'I don't want to have to leave again.'

He nods, not saying anything, just running a soothing hand through her fur.

'We'll all come back right?'

Her voice cracks slightly and his hand stops. He moves away, settling onto the bed.

'Of course, Moza.'

* * *

><p>Bobi knew straight away not all of them would survive the fight. Even with her and the rest of the knight's dæmons slightly ahead of their humans, ready to attack if any Saxons got too close, there will be to many for the eight of them to deal with. They cannot stop this army and it isn't even the whole force.<p>

She looks back at Dagonet, as Arthur calls for weapons. He glances once at his leopard dæmon, so scared for the first time ever and nods. She snarls as he picks up his axe, running alongside him.

Moza and Neta roar, trying to pull her back but she runs away, having always been faster.

Dagonet slams the axe into the ground as she reaches him. Bobi's tail wraps around his leg, trying to keep him close. They both cry as an arrow pierces his shoulder, a second projectile going through Bobi's leg. With another shout, they almost break through the ice. Arthur, Neta, Bors and Moza are running towards them as Dag gives on finally attack on the ice. It breaks under their feet as another arrow hits them.

Bobi fades, her human's face the last thing she sees.

* * *

><p>Graali looks up at Galahad, wanting him to make Arthur be quiet, wanting Neta's face to loose the apology and crack into a smile. It's a joke. They are free, surely. Arthur is hiding the papers somewhere.<p>

When Galahad doesn't stop him, starts shouting instead and Dagonet agrees to go on the mission, Graali let's out a small whine. The other dæmons turn slightly to look at the wolf but only Prasina seemed to really care. Gawain signs the four of them up for the mission and Galahad glares, throwing the vase on the ground.

The two of them turn, Galahad nudging her slightly with his foot. The wolf nods once, allowing her human to lead the way to the stable. When they get there, waiting a few moment to check they weren't followed, Galahad allows himself to fall onto the hay, resting his head on Graali's back. She curls up, tail brushing against his neck.

'I hate this.'

The words just grace her ear, causing her to shudder and huddle closer to her human. They are the youngest and, being so, have the least memories of Sarmatia. In fact, Graali doesn't remember anything.

They just want to go home.

* * *

><p>Prasina looks around the small jail, turning her nose up. The coyote dæmon glances once at her human, staring at the jailers with unmasked fury. One of priests steps forward, protesting and Lancelot rams a sword through his chest. Prasina and Voziera exchange a glance, identical snarls on their faces.<p>

Gawain holds a sword out to the guards as Arthur and Dagonet leave with prisoners in their arms. Bobi is holding the boy's dæmon lightly while the woman holds her dæmon to her chest, not trusting Neta to touch him.

Gawain leaves, Prasina running ahead of him. Graali runs up to her, inquiry clear on her and Galahad's faces. The coyote brushes noses with her once before pushing her away, turning back to Gawain.

'She's a Woad.' She says, load enough for the other knights to hear. Neta glares at her and she raises her head, daring the lionness to do something. When Neta does nothing, Prasina stalks back to Gawain, sitting down at his side. He bends slightly, scratching behind her ears.

'You alright?' He mutters, so only she can hear.

She looks up, glancing at Arthur trying to get the camp moving, and scowls.

'We're going to die.'

* * *

><p>Harcos watches Neta and Voziera out of the corner of his eyes, watching the two discuss something. The lynx scowls slightly turning and rushing back to Guinevere. The Woad princess rises an eyebrow as he arrives, shaking his head.<p>

'I couldn't reach far enough to hear.'

She sighs, letting him jump into her lap and running her fingers through his fur. 'It'll be fine. Even if the Saxons are near, our armies can handle them.'

Harcos snarls. 'I'll handle them.'

Guin laughs slightly. 'Of course. Me and you against the entire Saxon army.'

He grins, teeth bared. 'We could handle them Guin; we've got to protect this country. You'll be Queen one day, you know.'

'I know.' She scowls, pinching his skin. 'Doesn't mean I have to like it.'

He nips at her fingers before climbing up the tree she is leaning against. From the branches, he continues to watch the knights and their dæmons, most asleep but Bors and Moza standing guard.

'Maybe they'll fight.' Harcos says from above her head. 'They have lived here long enough to call this home.'

'I doubt it. They seem too eager to get to Sarmatia.'

'You never know, Guin. You never know.'

* * *

><p>Asarlai flies over to Merlin's shoulder, the barn owl resting against her human's face. Arthur is coming, their daughter is bringing him and Asarlai still doesn't trust the Roman or his lion dæmon, even if Merlin does.<p>

'This is a bad idea.'

He tilts his head and she flies to a tree to face him properly. He smiles slightly. 'Arthur will fight for us. He will fight for Britain.'

'For Britain, maybe, but not for us. He hates you Merlin and I'm sure the lion would like her teeth around my neck.'

Her human frowned, not wanting to think about that. 'That is true but I'm sure his loyalty to his county and to his mother will outweigh that.'

Asarlai flies from the tree to another, cuffing his head with her wing. 'Fool. He believes we killed his mother. His love of her and so hatred of us will destroy any chance of him helping us.'

Merlin glares at his dæmon, stepping forward as if to grab her. She starts, flying twice around him, dodging his arms before heading to the treetops, stretching their bond to its limit.

'You'll fail, Merlin.'

'But Arthur won't.' He smiles. 'Arthur will be king.'

* * *

><p>Nomdeul slithers up the side of the caravan, checking on the dæmons that are resting on top. Like always, there is not enough space for the older children to hold onto their dæmons, as they can't shift into smaller forms. Nomdeul brushes once against Laini, Amhain and Dha before heading back down to Vanora. The Briton raises an arm, letting her dæmon crawl down to her neck. It takes the snake only a second to notice the absence of Bors and Moza.<p>

'He's gone to fight, hasn't he?'

Van smiles weakly, the corner of her mouth twitching. 'Of course he has. Moza kissed me before they went.'

Nomdeul's tongue flickers, wishing he could have seen the bear and her human before they went. Moza always made sure to say goodbye to Vanora, since Bors refused to show any outward affection towards either of them. Once, Bors had taken the snake aside, telling him to protect the family and allowing his hand to brush against his scales.

'They're coming back right?'

The both look up when they hear a load cry followed by a great roar. Vanora smiles and Nomdeul wraps his tail around her neck.

'Oh yes. I think so.'


	10. Once Upon A Time

Megvalto watches Rawi, fluttering between dozens of different forms. Emma freezes, seeing Henry in the hospital bed, not moving. Her lion dæmon turns his head, eyes wide watching Whale shake his head. Jahat is shivering in Regina's shoulder, unable to move his eyes away. Emma drops next to Henry, leaning over him. 'I love you, Henry.' She whispers, kissing his forehead.

Something pulses out, causing Megvalto to jump back, crouching down. Jahat has moved down Regina's arm, trying to get closer to their son.

'I love you too.' Henry whispers and Megvalto is up, nuzzling against Rawi as quick as possible. 'You saved me.'

Emma nods once, looking down at her dæmon. The two of them plough into each other, wrapping themselves around their other half. They are half aware of Regina and Mother Superior discussing something but they don't care. Henry is fine.

It doesn't take long for him to be dragging Emma out of the hospital, Rawi a cat on Megvalto's head. The lion bounds along, wondering what could have excited Henry so much.

Then he spots Salju and Baharu, with David and Mary Margaret. They both turn, running towards Megvalto and wrapping around him.

He has parents.

* * *

><p>Rawi flies over to Henry, Shifting to land as a wildcat. Her boy scowls at the form, so like Pan's, so she changes again, a lizard just like Jahat. She shudders slightly, shifting into a lion cub but can't make her mind up, shifting between the few. Eventually, she decides on a mix between the two, a lion cub with scales and fangs.<p>

'See? If we left here, I wouldn't be able to do that.'

Henry raised an eyebrow. 'We'll never see our family again but at least you get to change forms.'

Rawi frowns, scales fading from her skin. 'C'mon Henry...it's not like our life was that good.'

'Actually, it was.' Henry said, standing up. Rawi yowls, jumping up to rest on his shoulder as a dove. 'Until Pan and his lackeys turned up. Why trust someone who ruined our happiness?'

Rawi ruffled her wings indignantly. 'People make bad decisions and you always say they need forgiveness.'

Henry walked into the bushes, away from the shouts of the Lost Boys. 'Why are you defending him? Why does he get your belief?'

Rawi shrugs, flying off his shoulder. 'No ones come to get us yet. Maybe no one will.'

* * *

><p>Salju flies through the wood, Snow running just under her. The dove and his human are fleeing, again, from Regina's knights, having stolen food for the local villages. She had allowed the knights to see her, so no one would be forced to turn her in or killed for her. Salju had visited some of the children of the village while Snow spoke with their parents. The dove had enjoyed speaking to all their small, shifting dæmons, reassuring them that Regina's reign would not last forever.<p>

Salju turns mid-flight, landing facing backwards in Snow's shoulder. They have left the knights behind, and the princess' dæmon chirps sweetly. 'Gone. Regina will be angry but she won't send anymore after us.'

Snow frowns as Salju turns, facing the same way as her. 'Do you think she'll go after the village?'

'No.' Salju states, glaring slightly at Snow for thinking that. 'I think she'll be angry but she won't waste knights or magic on a village that didn't really do anything against her.'

Snow nods, coming to the forest road. She turns her head, looking down to see a carriage approaching, surrounded by knights.

'Bet we'd get something off them.'

Salju chirps.

* * *

><p>Baharu watches as Megvalto and Emma run away from her, tilting her head slightly. She, like every other dæmon in Storybrooke, has been told of Rawi's theories of fairytale characters but, unlike other dæmons, the lioness was actually interested in what Henry had to say. Having no memories makes you more eager to make new ones.<p>

'I wonder why I settled like this.' Baharu mutters, looking up at David. He is staring, unblinking across at Mary Margaret. The lioness rolls her eyes, sighing when she spots Salju watching her. 'David!'

'Hm, what?' He blinks rapidly, looking down at her. 'Sorry, I was lost in my thoughts.'

Baharu's tail begins to swish, showing her annoyance. 'More like lost in the schoolteacher's eyes.'

David glares, nudging his dæmon with his foot. 'Shut up. I'm a married man.'

The two of them begin to move, heading back to their house. Kathryn is out today, so they don't have to worry about awkward silences and held glances.

'Married man, yeah right.' Baharu snorts as they open the door. 'You don't love her and I don't love him.'

'I know, what are we going to do.'

Baharu blinks, thinking of a dove. 'I don't know.'

* * *

><p>Jahat looks down at Rawi, curled up on her six year old's bed. Regina bend to place a kiss to Henry's head, walking out of the house and heading towards the diner. Graham nods at her, having 'agreed' to watch Henry. Jahat, like everyone else, ignores Graham's lack of dæmon, knowing that Mencari belongs to her now and is hidden beneath her crypt.<p>

The lizard rests on Regina's shoulder as the former queen goes through the motions, heading to Granny's, ordering her usual and sitting down in the corner. No one will bother her, except perhaps Sidney or Archie but she is certain the two both have work tonight.

'Was this a good idea?' Jahat mutters as Regina begins to eat her pie. 'The curse?'

'Why wouldn't it be?' Regina smirks, glancing around at the rest of the diner. 'They're all miserable and we have a son.'

The lizard rolls his eyes. 'Yes, but what about the 'saviour'. What if she turns up?'

They both turn as Mary Margaret walks into the diner, eyes rimmed with red and shoulder slightly wet. She sits down at the far table, burying her face in her hands.

Regina smirks. 'It's worth the risk.'

* * *

><p>Membari watches Jahat on Regina's shoulder, waiting for some clue that the Queen is lying. But, as the lizard stays still, giving no indication of trickery, the snake begins to fold in on herself. Rumplestiltskin waits for Regina to disappear before collapsing on the ground, heads cradling his hand. Membari slithers across the table, slowly stretching towards her man.<p>

'Rumple?' She mutters, trying to rouse her man from his silence. 'Rumple, what do we do?'

'No magic can reverse death, dearie.' He says, speaking into his hands. 'They're gone. Belle and Fosi are gone.'

The news finally hits the snake and she cries out, whipping into Rumple's arms. The Dark One grabs hold of her, gripping her tight enough to hurt. Membari wonders, if anyone were to walk in, what Rumple would do? She doubts he could stop crying in time. She supposes he'd just kill them and she'd make up an excuse for...no one. She doesn't have to explain herself to the butterfly anymore.

Rumple stands, letting her wrap around his hand. He takes the cup, resting on the table, and places it down on the mantle piece.

Belle is gone and they only have a chipped cup.

* * *

><p>Mencari looks up at the ceiling, whining slightly. The other dæmons, all huddled together towards the back, ignore her, each with cold eyes and blank faces. Their humans have long since passed away, only Mencari still having an actual human to be bound to. The rest just have their hearts, beating away in boxes.<p>

A jolt goes through the wolf's heart and she stumbles, knocking into a rabbit. The other dæmon just hops away while Mencari looks up, knowing something has happened to her Huntsman.

She closes her eyes slightly, concentrating. Dæmons are made of Dust, she was told long ago and she can use that to find her man. She jumps, hitting the ceiling and breaking into a thousand pieces. The Dust travels through every in the floor, heading upwards. As it emerges, it begins to reform, although much slower than it broke apart. When Mencari reforms, she sees Regina walking into the crypt.

Mencari runs, following her bond to Graham, wanting another wolf to appear and show her the way. She reaches the station, bursting through the doors.

Her nose brushes Graham's hand as she feels another jolt. Graham strokes her head once before falling. Mencari disappears again.

* * *

><p>'No, no, no.' Kayu mutters, jumping around the room and trying to find a way to help her man. Well, half a man. August is turning back into wood, turning back into the tree the were carved from. The squirrel is dimming, fading slowly from view but is lasting longer than he is. 'No, Nocchio, don't.'<p>

August smiles but winces at the wood continues to spread up his left arm. His right is still free so he has managed to text Emma and say sorry. He doubts she'll wonder where he's gone. 'It'll be Kayu. Emma will break the curse.'

'Emma can't even see properly. Emma doesn't believe.' Kayu cries, jumping onto August's chest. 'How can she fix what she doesn't think is broken?'

August shrugs his good arm, crying out as the fingers begin to change. 'I don't know. But Henry will come through.'

He hears noise downstairs just as the wood starts reaching his face and Kayu disappears completely. He cries out, trying to touch his dæmon but he cannot control his limbs.

'August!'

He looks up, spotting Emma in the doorway. She believes, he can tell. Pinocchio smiles. The curse will break.

But he won't see it.

* * *

><p>Fotia shuffles closer to Baelfire, the two of them trying to get warmth from one another. They have just got out of Neverland and are stuck in a place with tall, stretching buildings, made of glass and metal. At least London bore some resemblance to cities in the Enchanted Forest. Of course, London had the Darlings as well, which made it a much nicer place.<p>

A passerby drops a coin at Bae's feet and the orphan looks up and smiles. The man doesn't look back, intent on keeping out of the rain. Bae realises he probably didn't realise that the coin fell from his pocket. Fotia shrugs, the raccoon dashing forward to grab the money before it is taken from them.

'We need a new name.' Fotia mutters, crawling closer to Baelfire. 'None of the Lost Boys had names like ours.'

Bae nods, gathering the raccoon into his arms. 'What name? I don't know any from this world.'

'What was the newest Boy called?' Fotia asks, watching the street.

'Which one? Cassidy or Neal?'

'Both.' The raccoon smiles. 'Nice to meet you, Neal Cassidy.'

Bae laughs. 'Come on Fo, let's go steal something.'

Neal and his dæmon run off, laughing.

* * *

><p>Ploia walks along the ship, pulling on the ropes with her teeth. The crocodile makes sure the Jolly Roger is sailing properly before joining Killian at the helm. The pirate looks down at her, smiling slightly.<p>

'Alright?' He mutters, making the ship turn slightly to catch the wind right.

'We need a new crew.' She scowls. 'I can't control the ship by myself much longer.'

Killian nods, looking down at the wood. He sighs slightly, tilting his head backwards, towards Storybrooke. 'Did we make the right choice?'

Ploia looks up at him, eyes heavy. 'What do you think?'

His eyes scan the ship, to the place where Stiltskin beat him bloody, to the place Bae threatened him with his own sword and to the place where Milah died in his arms. He looks to where Cora stood, where Emma walked on and where Belle entered below deck. Ploia moves closer to him, watching the place where Rawi ran on the ship, mimicking her for a second before flying off with her human to play. The crocodile nudges her man, waiting for an answer.

'No.' Hook mutters, grabbing hold of the helm and twisting quickly. 'We definitely made the wrong choice.'


	11. Supernatural

Fiach watches Sam and Arbeda, asleep at the other end of table, out of the corner of his eye, making sure the two are alright. Cas is curled up on the sofa, Ymems perched on the arm. Bobby has wheeled himself into the other room and Dean is the only person still asleep in the house.

'Are you alright?' The cheetah whispers, stalking nearer to his human.

Dean glares at him for a second before dropping the facade and frowning. 'Of course, I'm not alright. I'm going to find Death tomorrow, we have no way of getting Lucifer in the Cage and the only angels on our side are either dead or Fallen.'

Fiach sighs, resting his head on Dean's leg. 'I'm sure it'll work out. It always does.'

Dean raises an eyebrow and the two are silent for a while. Cas snores lightly and Sam's head lifts slightly. Arbeda's tail stretches slightly to reach Fiach's and, reassured, the dog and her human fall back to sleep.

Turning back to Dean, Fiach raises his head, looking his human in the eye. 'We'll gank the devil, Dean.'

The hunter smirks. 'You make it sound so easy.'

'It will be.' Fiach grins.

* * *

><p>Arbeda's eyes blink open, the pitch black dog shaking herself awake. She tries to think on the last year and a half but she cannot remember. The last thing she remembers is toppling into Cage, trapped inside Kokab's small form. She whines, head turning until she spots Sam, resting on the bed.<p>

'Sam!' She shouts, running across the room to jump on top of him. He reacts just in time, catching her as she lands. He runs his hand through her fur, obviously remembering as much as her. 'Sam, are you alright?'

'Yes. Yes, I'm fine.' He holds her close, burying his face in her neck. 'What happened?'

'I don't know.' She mutters, tail wagging back and forth. 'But we need to find Dean and Fiach.'

Sam nods, struggling to his feet, Arbeda jumping to the floor next to him. The two move through the house, picking up speed as they hear their siblings. Arbeda bursts into the room, jumping toward Fiach and knocking her brother over. The cheetah lets out a yelp, wrapping his body around her. Dean and Sam are stood in the middle of the room, Dean's arms wrapped around Sam's shoulders.

They are home. Everything's fine.

* * *

><p>Angel dæmons are different to human dæmons. Ymems has no form in Heaven, just an extension of Castiel's Grace. However, when they take Jimmy as a Vessel, his iguana dæmon shifts, changing into a Merlin Falcon with blue eyes. Castiel had glanced once at his dæmon's form before flying away.<p>

Now, as a human, with Ymems the only one able to fly, he pays more attention to her form. The curvature of her beak, the flecks on her wings, so like his used to be.

She doesn't say anything, not while they're Falling, not while they're living on the streets. Not when April lets them into her home nor when she gets a sword and puts it through his chest.

He feels Ymems begin to fade before he himself drifts off. He tries to cling to his dæmon, the small bird he is only beginning to know. But the world is fading to black, he is going to see his father.

Something bright cuts through the darkness, similar to something he has seen twice, three times before. He blinks awake, looking at the face above him, feeling Ymems reform on his lap.

'Fiach.' Ymems says, her first words ever. 'Dean.'

* * *

><p>Kevin stares at the Tablet, trying to make some sense out of it. Kusoma crawls over his hand, trying to look at the gaps between his fingers and translate it herself. He moves his arm away, letting her see the whole thing, scuttling from one corner to the next to try and read the Word.<p>

'Got anything?' He whispers, trying not to wake the other people on the Bunker. Dean would kill him.

'No. Nothing.' The ant tilts her head, looking up at her human. 'Just repeats of what we've already seen.'

Kevin nodded, moving his hand back so she can crawl on, heading up his arm and under his shirt. Kusoma emerges by his collarbone, resting against it, out of view.

'We've been looking at it for six hours.' Kevin moans, dropping his head into his hands, careful not to drop his chin too much as squash his dæmon.

'Don't move, Kev.' Kusoma perks up, looking down at the tablet. 'Something about Hell Knights.'

Kevin smiles, moving one arm to the pad of paper so he can write what she is reading. Finally, they have something to tell Sam and Dean, they can help.

Kevin and Kusoma aren't useless.

* * *

><p>Kokab watches Lucifer's face, watches him wearing the mud monkey Nick. Her angel looks stupid, shoved down into the primitive, flawed form that is already starting to fade. The butterfly, blue morpho if Nick's dæmon is correct, flutters over to land on Lucifer's shoulder, wing brushing against his neck.<p>

'Arbeda's coming.' She whispers, the words emotionless as always. Time in the Cage has stripped her of any expression.

'So's Sam.' His voice conveys both their emotions; glee, excitement and worry. Although they are happy to meet their Vessels again and want them to see the rising of Death, they know Sam and Arbeda don't like them so probably won't care for their little show. Plus, with Sam comes Sam's brother and his annoying cheetah dæmon. If Dean wasn't need for Lucifer's showdown with Michael, the archangel would've smote him ages ago.

'That would have upset Sam though.' Kokab says, wings fluttering twice.

'Do you care?' He mutters, looking up at the demons assembling themselves.

'No, but you do. Besides, we need consent.'

Lucifer's head turns at the sound of an explosion. That's not good. 'Somehow, I think consent might be a bit harder to get.'

Kokab laughs once, wings twitching.

* * *

><p>Gabriel waits by the Impala, watching the door for Sam and Dean to come running out. Evdoe sits on his shoulder, hoping from foot to foot. He raises a hand, trying to calm the magpie. He jumps when he feels another archangel, nearby.<p>

'Lucifer.' Evdoe whines, flying from his shoulder towards the building. He almost follows but instead allows her to tug at the bond, trying to reach their brother. 'C'mon Gabe, Luci's in there.'

'Killing our friends.' He mutters, glaring at her, wings frantically flapping. 'Threatening the Winchesters.'

She scoffs, whirling around to face him. 'You have a soft spot for them. They remind you of-'

'Shut up.' He says, before she mentions whichever siblings she knows will upset him. 'They are human. I have a soft spot for humans is all.'

She laughs, spiralling around his head. 'Our brother's will wipe humans off the planet. What do think about that?'

His hand whips out, grabbing her wing. He feels the pain but doesn't let go. 'What do you want? Why are you doing this?'

Loki's dæmon tilts her head. 'I want you to make a choice, archangel. Choose a side.'

Gabriel lets her go, heading towards the hotel.

* * *

><p>Multum rests on the Hellhound, watching Crowley make the latest deal. She smirks when he forces the homophobe to kiss him, to seal the deal. Her demon always likes dealing with the prejudice ones, just to bring them down a few pegs.<p>

As the man walks off, she hops down, rushing to his side. She enjoys the literary agent's polecat dæmon, it's stylish.

'What did he want?'

'Money.'

'Boring.' She sighs, resting around his shoulders. 'We need something more interesting.'

He turns, beginning to walk about. 'Haven't you clocked him, yet?'

'The angel?' Multum says, straightening up. 'Of course. You really think he's something to do with them?'

'The Winchesters? Definitely. You can smell that Chevrolet car from here.'

She chuckles as they disappear, arriving in their meatsuit's wonderful house. She hops onto the counter, checking the Colt is still in it's drawer before turning to look at her demon.

'Once the archangel's out of the way, we'll take over, correct?'

'Of course. Why what else we you thinking would happen?'

He sinks into the chair, letting her rest on his lap. They wait until nightfall, until they hear the Winchester 'break in'.

Demon and dæmon grin at each other.

* * *

><p>Sentis perched on the rafters above Castiel's bed. Ymens is on the rafters next to him, curled up in a next Meg made for her. The crow takes off, flying once around Ymens and twice over the angel's dozing form before heading straight out the door.<p>

He glides through the corridors, checking in on the other patients just to keep up appearances. Meg is in the garden, scratching some demon repellers on the wall. They have to be very specific, so Meg herself isn't banished.

'How's it going?' Sentis says, resting in the tree next to, the one she is hiding behind.

'The pictures Bullwinkle sent are blurry but I think I'm done. If I disappear, scratch them off.'

He laughs, and she raises an eyebrow, the actress' face lighting up. They turn as the sky starts darkening, nodding once at each other before heading back into the hospital, straight towards Castiel's room. Meg sits next to the bed, reading a magazine and Sentis flies to settle with Ymens in the nest.

Lightening flashes outside and Ymens shudders. Sentis watches her, wondering what is wrong when there's another flash and the falcon wakes, pressing his beak to hers.

'Hello Oddsbody.'

* * *

><p>Of all the creatures Bobby has ever faced, ghosts still scare him the most. He doesn't know if it's due to the stories his mother used to tell him, the one time a gist grabbed hold of his heart but he thinks it's the fact that they don't have dæmons. That just unnerves them.<p>

'Focus, Singer.' Patrino's voice comes from beside him, the badger bearing her teeth at the spirit. 'Gank the ghost, then you can worry about ghosts' souls.'

He nudges her with his foot, sending her towards the bag before raising his gun to shoot the ghost with salt. He's dug the grave but the ghost is angry and he can't stop shooting to do the salt and burn. Patrino grabs the salt, unscrewing the lid with her and tipping it over the skeleton.

'Can't strike a match.' She shouts, picking up an iron bar and jumping at the ghost. Bobby scrambles to grab the matches, striking one and dispelling the ghost, breathing heavily as it disappears.

Patrino scrambles over to him, dropping the iron bar. 'Let go home.'

He nods, picking her up. He doesn't understand why anyone would stay a ghost, if it's without their dæmon.

* * *

><p>When Ama first settles, everyone is confused. Why does Chuck Shurley, the shy, unassuming writer get a lion dæmon. The teenager just shrugs, wrapping his small form around her larger one. He doesn't understand it either.<p>

The years go on and he still doesn't understand. People meet him and expect him to be fierce, a leader, but he always has to disappoint them. When the Winchester arrive at his house, their dæmons cower for a bit before they realise that Ama is more scared of them than they are of her.

The angels don't like Ama. He doesn't know if it's something to do with their silent dæmons because, really, he doesn't understand angels. Especially not the short, brown haired one with the magpie dæmon who shows up to drink with him when the visions are particularly bad.

He doesn't understand the things he writes, sometimes in English but mainly Hebrew, Latin or Enochian. He doesn't understand why he's a prophet. He doesn't understand Ama's form.

Then his dead angel drinking buddy turns up at his door, with the bright light that enters the prophet's heart. Then Chuck understands, understands everything.

A lion is fitting for the Lord of All.


	12. Rise of the Guardians

Schnee twitches slightly, balancing on Jack's staff as her human rides the Winds. Well, she thinks he's human at least. She doesn't really like riding the winds, but Jack enjoys it so she always feels content resting on the staff.

They come to Jack's Lake, the arctic fox hopping off the staff to land on the water, freezing it over instantly. She rushes over the whole late multiple times, making sure the ice is several feet thick. She never knows why but she always does this, no matter how old she gets, what late it is, or how behind 'schedule' they are, she always wants the ice to be thicker, so no child will ever come through.

'We were almost late.' Jack says, looking out over Burgess. The place is already beginning to snow, just by them being there.

Schnee slides across the frozen lake to meet him. 'Late? Since when do we actually keep to the schedule.'

Jack blushes slight. A hundred years or so ago, he had made a schedule for when to bring winter to certain parts of the world, when to stop it, which parts to constantly keep snowy and which parts to never visit. The list is at the bottom of Burgess lake, although Jack has memorised it. 'I try to keep to it. It's just more fun to be spontaneous.'

She laughs, jumping through the air to knock him to the ground. He laughs, the two of them rolling around in the grass, snow forming in their wake. Schnee manages to pin him down, grinning as she shakes frost from her tail.

Jack pushes her off gently, standing and brushing snow off his trousers. He bends down, so she can jump up and rest on his shoulders.

'Do you wanna make a snow day?'

* * *

><p>Xian waits at the front of the sleigh for her person to unharness her. North is currently doing and inventory of all the gifts that were undeliverable, although the number is few and upsetting. Xian knows Nicholas will need comforting after reading the list but she can't do anything still tied to the other reindeer. She enjoys pulling the sleigh, she really does, but she wishes he would hurry up with filing. It's not like the elves or yetis can untie her.<p>

'Sorry, sorry.' He whispers in their native language, voice hushed and somber. 'The list was longer this year.'

She turns her head, pressing it against his outstretched hand. Her antlers lightly bat his hand away as she looks upwards. 'There is nothing you can do about it, North. Stop getting yourself down.'

North sighs as the two of them walk into the globe room, watching all the different lights. There aren't any not shining but there are a few that weren't there last year and a few that have disappeared entirely. Most of these are just children growing up but Xian knows a few are missing due to much sadder reasons.

North sits at his desk, starting to work on gifts for next year. He has a long list of names and each one deserves a special gift next year. He starts with the babies, planning for children not yet born who will be having their first Christmas. Small ornaments and plush toys to entertain the child and baffle the parent. Baby's first christmas is normally the time adults start to believe again.

Xian stays outside North's workroom, watching the yetis set up the machines for regular toys, ones they make everywhere.

They may be sad but they're Guardians. That means business as usual, getting ready for Christmas.

* * *

><p>Bunnymund runs through the tunnels, only glancing back once or twice to check Yaitse is still behind him. After all the years living on Earth, he still is barely used to have the small spotted quoll following him from place to place. She's quick, quicker than him most of the time, and far better than he is at remembering all the things they have to do for next Easter.<p>

He looks back again, slowing to a stop when he doesn't see Yaitse behind him. He crouches low, waiting for something to jump him. Whatever got his dæmon must surely be coming straight for him.

'Ya know nothings coming right, ya dill.' The pooka turns back the way he was headed, seeing his dæmon sat in the tunnel. 'If I'd been jumped, ya'd know.'

Bunny rolls his eyes, following Yaitse along the tunnel, having to go at full speed to keep up with her. As always, he forgot the link he had to his dæmon, the horrible tug when she wandered to far, the sinking feeling of dread when someone, anyone was touching her. He doesn't think he'll ever remember that the quoll is his soul. To him, she's just another pooka.

The two of them come up in the Warren, Yaitse going straight to the egg warriors. They were her idea, for protecting the Warren when they were away. As such, they prefer her to him and are much more likely to talk if it's her asking. Bunny hops towards the stream, checking the small eggs jumping in and out are being coloured correctly and there are no blank spots. Yaitse scurries over, jumping up to his shoulders, burrowing down next to his face.

He'll never get used to her but that doesn't mean Bunny loves his dæmon any less.

* * *

><p>Zubi scurries across Toothiana's crown, trying to get a good spot to watch the fairies flying in. The mouse tilts his head at them as they pass, each one turning to show off the work they have done. He nods, proud of them as always, and nods them towards the palace. They chirp, zooming away to put the teeth in the right place. Zubi crawls slightly further down Tooth's head, trying to get closer to his fairies. He loses his footing, sliding forward and off her head.<p>

'Oops.' Tooth laughs, catching him before he can plummet. 'Careful there, Zu.'

He shakes himself off, trying to clean his ears at the same time. 'This is embarrassing. I need wings or claws or something. You can't always be holding me.'

'Why not?' Tooth smiles, flying through the palace towards their room. 'I mean, it's not like we can be very far from each other. What's the problem?'

'The problem is I can't do anything.' Zubi scowls as she puts his down on her desk. 'Unless we're in this room, or with the other guardians, which isn't very often, you know, I'm completely useless. All I can do is hide in your hands or balance precariously on your forehead. Which means you have to be preoccupied with me, rather than your job.'

Tooth rests on her bed, very similar to a nest. She pauses, thinking of what to do, how to cheer up her dæmon when she looks up and smiles. She pats the edge of it and he jumps across the room, landing by her feet. 'See? I didn't do anything there.'

His ears drop slightly. 'But neither did I, not really. Three feet is hardly an achievement.'

Tooth sighs, bending forward to plant a kiss on his cheek. 'You're perfect, Zubi.'

* * *

><p>Sanjati runs across the sand streams her man is creating, watching each line spread across the Earth, bringing good dreams to all the children around the globe. The golden badger, made of dust like Sandy, runs around, watching all the different creatures heading around the globe. Sandy creates several badges, identical to Sanjati, to run around her and play with her. The dæmon messes around for a few seconds before joining her man, pressing her side up against his.<p>

Sandy looks down at her, tilting his head. He brings up a series of images, ending in a big smiling face. Sanjati nods, bringing up an image of her own, an even bigger smile on an even bigger face. Sandy laughs, silent motions that cause the sand around them to glow even brighter.

Sanjati bumps Sandy as she spots something, pulling him over to investigate. The two of them surf the sand, creating waves to crash into. They laugh, no sound coming out, as they slip and slide along their own creations, to full of joy to take anything too seriously. Of course, that stops when they see the black sand.

Sandy screeches, the dust around them spiking at the noiseless cry. Sanjati snarls, jumping forward to attack the small nightmare trotting around in the sludge. The black horse rears, spinning to return along it's path to it's own and the badger goes to follow, only stopped by her man's hand on her shoulder.

Sandy points and her eyes travel to see more dark sand, heading straight into a child's room. Pitch has spread nightmares around this town, having distracted the Sandman by distracting his dæmon. The two golden creatures nod at each other before lying off to correct the dreams.

They have work to do, just like every other night.

* * *

><p>Mora listens to the other dæmons carefully as she and her man fly over the small town. She had managed to get all the little fairies, every single one but the stupid fox had to join in and help them get the teeth, help them keep the children believing in that ridiculous Tooth Fairy and her little mouse. The bat screeches as the Guardians and their new 'friend' all meet up in one house, all laughing and happy.<p>

She comes to rest on Pitch's shoulder, tilting her head up at the moon in the sky. 'Happy now, old man?' She mutters, wishing the Moon was an actual man, with an actual dæmon she could fight. But the Moon doesn't talk to them, doesn't care one jolt for their suffering. 'Happy you ignored us, happy you never spoke to us, not once!'

Pitch does nothing to calm her, knowing she won't be placated until the belief in the Guardians has completely faded. She screeches, again and again, not caring if the Guardians hear her. Let them come, let them fight her and her nightmares. She will kill them all.

Pitch's head tilts slightly. 'Look Mora. Our dear brother has emerged.'

The bat, made of pure black sand, follows her man's gaze, wings flapping at the sound of the golden badger emerging from the house, her sandman behind Sanjati. She screeches, louder and shriller, propelling herself towards the dream makers. Pitch is behind her, a thousand nightmares running behind him.

They are on the Sandman in a few seconds, black sand crashing against his gold. Mora hears Schnee stirring but ignores it, too intent on destroying her golden counterpart. Pitch laughs as Sandy gets overwhelmed, unable to fight so much blackness at once.

They've won this battle and will win the war.

* * *

><p>Jamie hugs Vjerovati to his chest as he runs into his room. No one believes, not a single one. No one cares about the Easter Bunny or the Tooth Fairy or any of them. Not even Santa or anyone.<p>

Vjerovati shifts in his arms, jumping down to take all the forms of the Guardians she saw; mouse, quoll, reindeer, badger. She lands as a fox, with white fur instead of orange.

'It'll be fine, Jamie.' She sighs, nuzzling against his side. 'We'll get this sorted.'

Jamie shakes his head, resting his chin on the windowsill. He watches the ice pattern form and frowns. 'We just need something to make them belief.'

'Uh, Jamie-'

'Vati we need to think.'

'Jamie-'

'Vati let me think.'

'Jamie!'

Jamie turns, mouth dropping. There is snow falling from his ceiling. Snow! Vati jumps up, running around the room as Jamie jumps up onto the bed. 'Snow? Jack Frost?'

'Did he just say...?' A voice sounds from behind him.

'Jack Frost.' Vati smiles.

'He said it again.' Another voice, male this time. 'He said...you said...'

Jamie turns, smiling. 'Jack Frost.' Boy and fox dæmon smile at the spirit with his fox.

'You can see me!'


	13. Big Bang Theory

Everyone at the university had bets on what Sheldon's dæmon was. He told everyone he met that he and Teyori had been Stretched when they were younger so it could be anything. Leonard was kicked out of the betting pool because everyone thought he had an unfair advantage.

Leonard, of course, had no idea. So, when he entered the kitchen one morning, to see a woman sitting in Sheldon's spot, he was incredibly surprised. Anvayika jumped up onto the counter, watching the woman carefully as she eats her cereal, watching him over the bowl.

'You're up early.' She says in a slow Texan drawl.

'I am?' Leonard says, scratching his dæmon's head.

'Yes.' The woman stands, walking towards the two of them. Leonard steps away and Vayi tilts her head. '15 minutes.'

She bends down slightly, looking directly at Vayi, ignoring Leonard. 'Aren't you adorable?

The woman raises a hand to Vayi's fur, scratching her ear. Leonard freezes, watching it happen, wondering where the feeling of dread should be.

'Teyori!' He hears Sheldon calling. 'Where'd you go?' Sheldon walks out and raises an eyebrow at the woman stroking Leonard's dæmon. 'Teyori, what are you doing?'

The woman leans away, raising an eyebrow. 'Social experiment, Shelly. It's fun.'

'Wait.' Leonard says, looking between the two. 'That's your dæmon.'Teyori smiles, continuing to scratch Vayi's back. 'Of course, what else would I be?'

Leonard shrugs, lost for words and Teyori smiles, walking over to Sheldon. 'Sleep well?

'As well as can be expected, considering my soul was wondering the streets all night.'

Teyori smiles, giving a little twirl in her dress, facing Leonard. 'But I look lovely, don't I?' She leans forward, placing a kiss on Leonard's lips before heading back to the bedroom.

'That's your dæmon?!'

'I know. She's very disappointing.'

* * *

><p>Anvayika curls up on Leonard's lap, trying to disappear even more. Leonard has his arms wrapped around her, shielding his soul from the outside world. The wolf pup doesn't like to be seen by people she doesn't know, and Sheldon's friend Amy is staring at her quite intently.<p>

'Leonard.' Amy says, her monkey dæmon crawling along the back of the sofa towards him. 'Is there something wrong with your dæmon.

Vayi yelps at the attention, jumping out of Leonard's arms and running towards the bedrooms. Her man blushes slightly. 'She's very shy, doesn't like new people.

'Where's she gone?' Bernadette smiles, raising her head to try and see

'We can only assume she's gone to see Teyori.' Sheldon mutters, picking up some more food. 'They seem to be quite good friends.'

'Our dæmons are allowed to be friends, Sheldon.' Leonard smirks, tilting back as he hears footstep behind him. Teyori has got Vayi wrapped up in her arms, walking along in the same dress as before. The human dæmon passes the wolf pup to Leonard before staring intently at Amy and her dæmon

'I don't like you.' She says, sitting down on the edge of Leonard's chair, absentmindedly scratching Vayi's head

'You don't like anyone.' Vayi mutters, eyes on Agere. The lorikeet is on Penny's shoulder, head tilted. 'You only like me because I'm cute.'

'That is true.'

Leonard smiles, as all the others, bar Sheldon, stare. 'That's very poor science. You might like other dæmons here.'

Vayi looks up through Leonard and Teyori's fingers. 'No. They're not as cute as me.'

Teyori laughs, bending down to kiss the top of the wolf pup's head. 'Bye Vayi.'

'Bye.' Vayi whispers as Teyori returns to her room. She looks up, seeing the others watching her. 'What? I am cuter than you.

* * *

><p>Agere rests on Penny's shoulder, watching Vayi carefully. She is draped around Teyori's shoulders, the human dæmon sitting next to Sheldon and Leonard. It's the first time Sheldon has actually brought his dæmon to the Cheesecake Factory and she won't stop holding Anvayika or touching Leonard.<p>

'Stop it.' Penny mutters, printing off someone's bill. 'Stop staring.'

'I'm allowed to watch someone with their hands all over my-'

'Your what?' Penny scoffs. 'We broke up months ago.

Agere flusters, flying off her shoulder without reply. He heads over to the nearest table, checking that the customers are happy with their meal. One of the kids tries to grab him and he flies away, listening to the mother chastise her. He makes his round of the tables, making sure no one has any complaints before landing on Penny's shoulder again. His human is at their friend's tale, so she can't say anything to him.

'How is everything going?' Penny smiles, waiting for Sheldon's comment

'Great actually.' Teyori smiles. 'No issues.'

The dæmon continues smiling at her for a few seconds before Penny realises she's being dismissed. She nods once, leaving to help another table.

'I can't tell who's worse; Sheldon or his dæmon.' Agere mutters, glancing back at the table. Vayi is on Leonard's lap but Teyori is leaning over, one hand on the wolf pup's head, the other on Leonard's arm. 'I still don't understand how they're the same person.'

Penny shrugs, printing off her friends bill.

Later, when Penny pulls Leonard out of his apartment to kiss him and Agere presses his beak to Vayi's nose, all four of them miss Sheldon and Teyori in the background. Sheldon rolls his eyes at the display but Teyori grins, happy that her ploy to make the lorikeet jealous worked in the end.

* * *

><p>Kana watches Raj fumble, trying to make words come out of his mouth. Howard had left them alone in the cue and the cashier had asked if they needed anything else. Raj had shook his head but the lady had kept talking, seemingly unable to realise that the Indian wasn't going to say anything. The pygmy marmoset, wrapped around her man's finger, looks up, purposely avoiding looking at the woman's cat dæmon.<p>

'Excuse me, miss?' The cashier jumps, looking down at her. Kana holds tighter to Raj's hand but continues anyway. 'My human has selective mutism, could you please stop asking him questions?'

The woman nods, eyes slightly wider than normal. She hands over Raj and Howard's order, accepting the money without another word. Raj blushes throughout the whole transaction and Kana just clings even more to his hand, wrapping her tiny body around his smallest fingers.

The two them head outside where Howard and Chanloh should be waiting. Raj sighs, checking his phone. Sure enough, they have a text, saying Howard had been 'flirting' with this really hot girl and he really thought he had a chance with her. Raj rolls his eyes, heading toward Sheldon and Leonard's place, knowing the two will let him crash there for a bit. He sends Howard a text, knowing the smaller man won't get it until he finishes chasing the girl.

Kana moves slightly, heading up Raj's arm as they head up the stairs. 'Just try and talk to Penny.'

Raj scowls. 'You don't think I try? If I want to talk to Penny, I need to be drunk.'

'Imagine you're drunk then.' Kana says, coming to rest on his shoulder.

'Like that'll work.' Raj mutters, entering the room. Penny and Agere look up, smiling.

Neither man nor dæmon say a word.

* * *

><p>Chanloh tilts her head at the raven dæmon, trying to get his attention while Howard flirts with his lady. The girl actually seems to be responding, actually listening to what Howard has to say. The girl, Ellen, Ellie, Ella, seems interested in magic and science and is leaning forward, one hand on Howard's arm.<p>

The raven finally flies down, looking Chan straight in the eye. The porcupine smiles slightly, not knowing what to say. The raven hops closer, trying to flirt with the porcupine.

'Ow!' Emma, Elsa, Erica says. Chan jumps away from the raven, who is shrieking at her, pulling a spike out of her wing. The raven flies back to his human, the two of them storming away in a huff.

Howard blushes as he realised the entire bar is looking at him. 'Well. That went well.'

Someone in the bar laughs and everyone turns away, allowing Howard to save some of his dignity. Chanloh climbs up onto the seat, head bowed so she doesn't have to look at anyone. 'I'm sorry, Howard.'

Howard shakes his head, resting a hand on her chin in an attempt to comfort her. 'It's not your fault, Chan, the bird could clearly see where the spikes are, it's his problem.'

Chan shakes slightly, eyes drooping. 'It wouldn't be a problem if I had settled as something else. I bet Kana never has this problem.'

Howard sighs, moving his hand away. 'I like what you're settled as, it's unique. Besides, Kana's so tiny no one ever sees her.'

Chan laughs lightly, glancing towards the door. 'Shall we go?'

Howard nods, standing up and head out. Some women are still laughing at him but he doesn't allow himself to care. He loves his dæmon, spikes and all, one woman will not ever change that.

* * *

><p>Mikro curls into a ball in Bernie's handbag, refusing to come out and meet Chanloh's friends. He didn't want to come to this stupid house, didn't want to meet the human or the pygmy marmoset. He's happy to just spend time with the porcupine, if need be meeting up with Agere or Anvayika but he doesn't see why he has to meet Chanloh's friends.<p>

The main problem with being small is how easy it is to be picked up.

Bernadette lifts him onto her lap, apologising about her dæmon being 'shy'. Chanloh just smiles at him, as if trying to give him some confidence.

'I'm not shy.' Mikro mutters, uncurling to glare at his human. 'Just because I have better things to do.'

Bernie blushes, instantly trying to apologise but Mikro jumps onto the table, watching the tiny monkey already on it intently. Kana squeaks, rushing back to Raj and Mikro has to stop himself from laughing. Bernie can act as innocent as she wants but they both know she's not so naive. Mikro doesn't care for pretending. Teyori, leaning on the edges of Leonard and Penny's chairs, tilts her head slightly, smiling as if she knows something. Mikro glares at her.

'Problem, human girl?'

Vayi, curled on Leonard's lap, looks between the two and Chanloh sighs, stepping towards Mikro. Teyori just glances at Agere, eyebrows raised.

'No, just thinking you'll fit in nicely.'

Mikro huffs, jumping back into Bernie's bag. He ignores outside, content to be annoying, as usual.

* * *

><p>Ubongo rests on Amy's shoulder, watching Teyori closely. The human dæmon and her man have visited them at work and are seemingly trying to break everything in sight. Sheldon is, as usual, convinced he can do everything but, as Amy expected, is failing quite miserable at most things he's trying. Sheldon has already broken two syringes and Teyori almost managed to inhale a virus that could melt her skin off. Luckily, the monkey dæmon stopped her and has been keeping watch ever since.<p>

'What's this?' Teyori mutters, fingers moving to prod the slab of meat. 'Is it dangerous?'

Ubongo jumps over, grabbing her fingers in time. 'It's the heart of sheep with mad cow disease. Yes, it's slightly dangerous.'

Teyori sighs. 'Boring. Let's do something fun. Come on, Shelly.'

The two of them leave quickly, Teyori waving goodbye while Sheldon just walks out the door. Amy shakes her head as they go.

'Thought they'd never leave.' She mutters as he jumps back onto her shoulder. 'As nice as it was for them to visit-'

'-it does make working a little difficult.' Ubongo smiles. 'Besides, they only visited because they were bored.'

Amy nods, picking up the slab and placing it on the workbench. 'Why did you tell Teyori this was dangerous? Or that it's a sheep? The cow was perfectly healthy, it died of old age.'

'I know.' Ubongo says, poking the meat and winking. 'I just wanted to get her out of our lab.'

Amy laughs, getting to work.


	14. The Hobbit

Seikkailija moves across the piles of gold, following Bilbo in complete silence. The rabbit is big for a hobbit dæmon but hobbit dæmons are so small that each step takes her barely any further into Erebor. She cannot jump across the floor as she normally would, as it might wake the dragon.

'Lija.' Bilbo whispers, just within the stretch of their bond. 'Look at this one.'

He holds up a stone, huge, white and round but it's not the Arkenstone, she knows its not. Zhidao had said there was some kind of draw to the stone for dæmons, some unquestionable tug. It's why it allowed the line of Durin to rule. If you could command dæmons, you could command their people.

She shakes her head, heading towards him as quickly as possible. As she moves, a coin gives way beneath her. She starts to fall and Bilbo let's out a cry as the bond is overworked. She whimpers, bounding into her Hobbit's arms, regardless of the noise she makes.

The two sit there, leaning against a stone wall when they hear doing moving beside them. Bilbo leans forward slightly, spotting the eye buried in gold.

The dragon is waking up.

* * *

><p>Nuwang flies over the company, stretching the bond so she can check on the dæmons and dwarves towards the back. Uchawi flies off Gandalf's shoulder to briefly meet her in the sky before taking over the patrol, Nuwang returning to her dwarf. Thorin raises his chin, moving his arm slightly so she can rest on it.<p>

'Anything?'

The eagle's wings flutter once but she shakes her head. 'Just the hobbit struggling to control his horse.'

Thorin snorts, looking back at Bilbo. The hobbit and his rabbit dæmon are continually moving, trying to get comfortable on the horse. Seikkailija is constantly hopping off and back onto the horse, the two unable to stay still. 'I still don't understand why we brought them along.'

Nuwang digs her claws into his arm gently. 'We need a burglar, you know that. I just hope Gandalf hasn't chosen us the wrong hobbit.'

Thorin scowls. 'Any hobbit is the wrong hobbit. They have never seen any war or trouble. He cannot fight.'

Nuwang tilts her head, watching Seikkailija jump upwards, pulling an apple out of a tree. She drops straight into Bilbo's lap offering him the food. 'Maybe not. But I am sure anyone can learn.'

* * *

><p>Jiantou flies between the different dæmons, shifting quickly between different shapes. Although not having fully settled, she seems stuck between flying forms. Nuwang and Gongzhi are constantly trying to figure out what form she will take, considering she has been between several bird forms for about four years. It's very annoying for Kili, as the rest of the company delight in teasing him.<p>

Jiantou shifts to an eagle, flying alongside Nuwang for a second before spiralling back to Kili, landing as a finch on his shoulder. Gongzhi, walking next to Fili's horse, glances back to smile at her and she flits about, circling Kili's head twice. He bats her away and she rests next to his reigns, as a bee hummingbird. She tilts her head at him, smiling.

'You alright, Kee?'

Her dwarf smiles, running a finger over her wing. 'Just fine, Jian, how about you?'

'Good.' Jiantou hops onto his arm, shifting into a falcon. 'Just trying out a few forms.'

'Really?' Kili raises an eyebrow. It seems all his dæmon does is try out forms. 'How's this one?'

'Nice.' She ruffles her feathers. 'I really like it. Don't know why, just like it.'

Kili smiles, stroking Jiantou's feathers.

* * *

><p>Gongzhi is the first person to see Nuwang fall, first to see the eagle plummet towards her dwarf's chest. The lion roars, running forward, Fili straight behind her. She reaches the eagle at the same time as Jiantou flies down, the falcon fluttering around Thorin, trying to comfort Nuwang but not touch her dwarf.<p>

Fili jumps up instantly, blocking a Goblin trying to attack his uncle. He fights several oncoming goblins, wargs and bats, Kili coming to his side as soon as possible. The goblins and bats are easy to dispatch but the wargs take both of them, swinging in unison, to behead.

'Zhi!'

The lion jumps forward at Fili's call, standing in front of Kili to stop the goblin about to slash his throat. The goblin gets her back instead, causing both lion and prince to yell out in pain. The distraction allows another goblin to jump through, hitting Kili over the head. Jiantou screeches, flying forwards but a bat flies into her, knocking her straight out the air. Gongzhi snarls, pouncing on the bat but leaving herself open for attack.

Fili wraps a hand in his dæmon's mane as the next warg runs forward.

They will die fighting.

* * *

><p>Fu runs along next to Dwalin, wolverine head looking from side to side frantically. They are running from a great beast, towards a host that could kill them.<p>

'I hate this.' She snarls as he almost trips. 'I'm gonna kill that wizard.'

'Kill Thorin, he's the one who invited Gandalf.' Dwalin growls back, kicking her to make her speed up.

'That wouldn't go down well.'

The dwarf laughs, making a beeline for the house just ahead. They can still hear the monster behind them and the house doesn't seem to be getting any closer.

Fu is going to kill Nuwang.

* * *

><p>'His name is Bilbo.' Balin scowls, watching their 'king'. Zhidao sits beside him, glaring at the eagle on Thorin's shoulder.<p>

'Lija is risking her life to help us, help you. They've already saved you once. Repay the debt.'

Thorin glares down at the greying lynx, who looks defiantly back. They hear another roar from inside, causing Zhidao to shiver, pressing herself against her dwarf. She still remembers the attack on Erebor.

Nuwang tilts her head, watching her old friend shudder. Thorin nods once at his dæmon. 'We'll help the burglar.'

Balin smiles, rubbing Zhidao's back. It's a start, at least.

* * *

><p>Yisheng tries to hold Jiantou down as Oin tends to Kili but the younger dæmon is shifting through forms, trying to push her off. The polar bear has a paw on Jiantou's back but cannot push, for fear of hurting the bird.<p>

'Move, please.'

Yisheng lets the falcon past, seeing him hold down Jiantou with ease. Oin joins her to watch the elf healing Kili, dwarf and dæmon marvelling at the elvish medicine.

'We'll never see that again, Yish.'

The bear smiles up at him. As dwarves, they want to fight the elf but, as healers, they're happy to watch.

* * *

><p>Fuqin bends her great head to meet Khana's and smiles across at Zarg. Gloin is standing with Gimli and Élana, the boy leaning against his parents. Zarg presses her head against the brown bear's, Khana curling into a ball beneath their heads.<p>

'You stay safe.' Zarg whispers, bobcat head butting against bear skull. 'You come back to me.'

'I won't think of anything else.' Fuqin smiles. 'Wargs, goblins and elves couldn't stop me.'

'Hate elves.' Khana sighs, pressing against Fuqin's leg. 'Can't I come?'

'Not now, later. You can kill elves when you're older.'

The armadillo smiles. 'I can't wait.'

* * *

><p>Tou crawls over Bifur's head, resting slightly on the axe imbedded there. Bifur raises a hand to push her off but the mole just climbs further back on his head, away from his reach. He scowls, muttering in Khazdul.<p>

Bofur and Bombur look up, their dæmons looking worriedly at Tou. Bifur waves them off, finally managing to grab the mole and pull her down.

'Mazam.' He says. 'Mazam, marneg.'

Tou stills, whispering back in Khazdul. Their cousins turn away, seeing she has stopped.

'They think we're mad.' She scowls in the dwarven tongue.

'We are mad,' Bifur says back, smiling.

* * *

><p>Maozi climbs over Bofur's hat, watching Bilbo sneak towards the exit. The monkey crawls over her dwarf's head, careful not to step on anything important. Bofur wakes, looking up at her before following her gaze.<p>

'Where's he going?' He hisses at Maozi, pulling her closer.

'He's leaving, he wants to go home.' Maozi's small fingers curl around one of Bofur's, watching their friend move. 'We have to stop him.'

Bofur shakes his head, standing slowly to follow the hobbit. 'We can't stop him, that wouldn't be fair.'

'Then where are we going?'

Bofur smiles sadly. 'We're going to say goodbye.'

* * *

><p>Shiwu leans over the pot, looking down at the fire and the boiling stew. The lizard crawls back over Bombur's arm, heading towards the dwarf's head. Bombur stops stirring for a few seconds to pat her back, turning back to the food instantly. Shiwu glances over at Bofur, Maozi collapsed on top of his hat.<p>

'Do we have any herbs?' Bombur mutters, tilting his head so Shiwu can run to his pack. She picks up a few leaves, running back and chucking them in the pot.

'Almost done?' She mutters, resting on his head again.

'Almost. It'll taste very nice.'

* * *

><p>Zei glares slightly at Seikkalija as the rabbit crawls off to spy on the orcs. The fox finds it insulting that they had to hire a burglar when she and Nori are perfectly good thieves. Nori thinks its Gandalf's influence but Zei thinks Thorin just doesn't like them.<p>

'We could do that.' She mutters. 'We'd never get caught.'

'Bilbo hasn't got caught.' Nori whispers back, jealousy clear in his tone. 'He might be better than us.'

She snarls, orange tail swishing from side to side. Her snarl turns to a growl as Lija hops back.

* * *

><p>Li scurries across Ori's hands as he scribbles down an account of that day's adventures. The scribe is shivering, having removed his gloves to hold the stylus properly. Li shifts slightly, going from mouse to ferret, wrapping around Ori's palm. She is not settled but cannot get any bigger than an ermine.<p>

'Can't it wait until tomorrow?' She mutters.

'There will be more to write tomorrow.' He mutters back, running a finger over her back. 'I can't slack.'

'No one will care if you miss one day.' Li curls towards Ori's skin.

'I'll care.' He smiles. 'And so will you, liar.'

* * *

><p>Dori watches Zei pulling Li away from the rest of the group, Nori swinging an arm around Ori's shoulders. Lao clucks disapprovingly, glaring across at the fox. Zei stops to glare back before picking the mouse up in her mouth, bounding off.<p>

'She has a bad influence on Li.' The hen says, turning to face Dori.

'So does he on Ori. What are we going to do about it?'

Lao ruffles her feathers, annoyed. 'Something. I don't know, just something.'

'Well, while you're thinking, I'll go see what they're up to and stop it.'

Lao nods. 'That's more like it.'

* * *

><p>Sipkus watches the bird flying in and out of the cell, flying back and forth between her friend's cells. The dæmon keeps shifting, having not settled yet. The peregrine falcon shakes his head, flying from his perch towards Tauriel's shoulder.<p>

'Stop staring, we have work.'

Tauriel blushes lightly, pushing her dæmon. They head towards the exit, nodding at the guard taking over their post. Tauriel goes to check on all the border patrols, making sure each one is continuing as normal and that none have any issues to report.

'Why do you think she hasn't settled?' Sipkus says, halfway through.

'Why does it matter?' Tauriel says back, knowing who the falcon is talking about.

'I'm just curious.' Sipkus says, spiralling her head. 'Like you said, he's quite tall but apparently not fully grown.'

Tauriel shrugged. 'You took four hundred years to settle. Dwarves age at different rates, just like elves.'

'Oh, so dwarves are like elves, are they?'

Tauriel flicks her knife at him, just missing his tail feathers. Her dæmon, like many others, had noticed that elves, men, dwarves and hobbits had similar souls. Therefore, they couldn't be that different.

'Just help me. And shut up about the dwarf.'


	15. Star Trek (2009)

Zlata watched the aliens leave her ship, holding Starfleet money, technology and weapons. She knows Jim has already alerted the nearest three starships, two to chase the aliens, one to give them assistance but it still wounds her pride to have to rely on others. Plus, they are now stranded in the middle of the Arivarra Galaxy, one that has no planets with intelligent life.

All other crew members and their dæmons leave the bridge slowly, trickling off to their rooms. The sheepdog nods to all of them in turn, brushing once against Wikus, Nabigeta and Geniy. Jim merely smiles at Uhura, Sulu and Chekov as their dæmons interact. Spock and Lohiko are the last to leave, moving past without saying anything, still not understanding Jim's choice to give over the cargo.

'It's not like there was a gun pointed at Chekov, is it? Or Bones, or Scotty?'

Jim's words are bitter, thinking about the moment one of the aliens walked in, weapon placed to the Ensign's forehead. Video-links to the rest of the ship had shown several different crewmen in similar positions, each unable to say how they had been beaten.

'There was nothing you could do, Jamie.' Zlata says, using their mother's old nickname. They'd stopped going by it when Frank had moved in. The first time he said it had ruined it and, from then on, he was Jimmy, not Jamie. 'It's fine.'

Jim shakes his head, pressing some buttons on his chair. He's checking on Chekov, Scotty, Bones and the others who had been held hostage, checking all of them are safe and happy. Scotty is passed out in his room, Chekov is winning a drinking competition against some older crewmen and Bones is still in the med-bay, seemingly completely stoic of it weren't for Manggagamot clinging to his shirt.

'We made a mistake.' Jim mutters, leaning down to stroke Zlata's back. 'I have to fix that.'

'You have fixed it. Calm down.' She whines.

He nods, standing up. 'I'll get over it, eventually. C'mon, we've got to get Bones to take a break.'

* * *

><p>Lohiko watches the screen, eyes unblinking, seeing the footage played over and over again. Every new station in the universe is reporting on the destruction of Vulcan, each asking different questions. Was it a natural event? Who was a fault? Will it happen to other planet? Where was Starfleet when it was needed?<p>

The norsehlat, similar to a Terran wolf, shakes her head, leaving the rec room and heading back to the bridge to find Spock. Vulcans, like Terran witches, have an abnormally long link, meaning Lohiko can be on one side of the ship, assisting Manggagamot in the med bay or helping the engineers' dæmons, while Spock in still in control on the bridge.

As the Vulcan dæmon enters the bridge, Wikus flies over, resting on her shoulders for a few seconds. The skylark nudges her head, trying to provide some comfort. Lohiko shakes her head and Wikus flies back to his human. Nyota looks up as he lands, smiling sadly at the norsehlat.

Lohiko walks over to where Spock is sat, leaning back in the Captain's chair. Geniy looks over Chekov's shoulder, mouth open to offer some from of apology or consolation. She shakes her head at the mouse, causing the smaller dæmon to burrow back into her human's shirt.

Spock moves his hand slightly, letting it brush against the top of her head. His fingers barely graze her fur, the half-Vulcan torn between comforting his dæmon and behaving as stony as ever.

Sarek looks over, Cthia tilting her head beside him. They are stood a good foot away from each other, not from dislike or disagreement but pure lack of affection and each preferring to stand exactly where they had chosen to stand. Vulcan dæmons find no joy from being in close proximity with their men, or even with other dæmons they are related to.

Lohiko sits back, head coming up to Spock's arm. She turns slightly to look at him, as he continues to give orders.

'How are you managing?' She asks, worry hidden behind emotionless words.

'I will be fine.' He smiles slightly. 'Eventually.'

* * *

><p>Manggagamot jumps on Zlata's back, trying to keep the sheepdog in the medical room. As always, the bigger dæmon just shrugs her off, running out of the door, shouting at Jim. Bones is trying to pull the Captain back down onto the bed but the younger man pushes him away, following his dæmon to the deck.<p>

'One day, those two are going to get us killed.'

Manggagamot laughs slightly, allowing Bones to pick her up and place her around his neck. The ermine looks at the PADD, analysing the few results they managed to get off Jim before he made his spectacular escape.

'They're fine, for now, Leo. Don't get yourself worked up.'

He pinches her tail and she digs her claws into his shoulder. The two glare at each other for a few seconds before grinning, Bones flicking through the PADD to see how their other long term patients are doing. By long term, they mean people whose health they follow closely and check up on at least twice a month and by patient, they mean anyone who has been on the ship for more than a month.

'I hate xenobiology.' Manggagamot mutters as they look at the different stats, having to remind themselves each time what the stats should be for that person's species. 'Too many planets, too many species.'

Bones laughs. 'You just hate space and anything to do with it.'

'Yeah, well you hate flying, bless your heart.' The ermine smiles. 'Looks like we're both screwed.'

Bones smiles, resting his arm on the table so she can scurry down and rest. He sits and the two relax, pulling over another PADD to write notes. Manggagamot places her paws on Leonard's non-writing hand and grins.

Space is horrible and dark but the Starship Enterprise is alright.

* * *

><p>Wikus lets out a shriek as Zlata and Lohiko run past her, apparently heading off to save some planet or another. Well, Zlata will be running to save the planet, Lohiko will be trying to stop Zlata from doing anything illogical. Nyota is trying to hold Spock back, knowing it is impossible to stop Jim Kirk when he's on a mission. Spock shrugs her off as McCoy rounds the corner, Manggagamot draped over his shoulders. The two men run after Jim, Bones shouting profanities at the younger man.<p>

'When are they going to grow up?' Uhura asks, glancing over her shoulder at the skylark. Wikus tilts his head back once, flying over to Nyota's shoulder.

'The day Jim Kirk matures is the day Spock gains emotions.'

Nyota sighs. 'Vulcans aren't emotionless, they're just-'

'Highly logical.' Wikis rolls his eyes. 'I know. Lohiko's told me enough times.'

Nyota laughs, leaning over her work as Jim comes running back onto the deck, shouting for someone to help him. Pavel is eventually pulled from his work, forced to help Kirk do some calculations.

Wikus smiles slightly. 'Those boys never stop moving do they?'

Nyota smiles, continuing to translate the Klingon directly to Romulan, using it to write up her report for Starfleet's top xenolinguist. She knows that the higher ups always prefer to read reports in their own tongue, so makes that extra effort, hoping to get a promotion of some kind.

'If they stopped even once, they wouldn't be boys.'

Wikus laughs.

* * *

><p>Nabigeta rests on Hikaru's shoulder, looking down at the controls as he navigated them through space. The woodpecker, the kind indigenous to Japan, watches everyone panicking around them as Sulu manages to keep a clear head and pilot the starship. She shakes her head, watching Pavel and Geniy take their chair back, scowling at the older crew member who thought she could do better than him.<p>

'What happened?' She mutters in Hikaru's ear. 'One minute we're fine, the next...'

'Our systems are severely damaged. We're flying with half an engine, half a navigating system, half everything.'

'But how?' Geniy says, crawling over the desk, her small, Russian accent pitched with worry.

'Not sure.' The Asian smiles down at mouse for a second before concentrating. 'Might have been a cloud of space dust, nothing really to worry about.'

Geniy nods, scurrying back to her human, crawling up to his shoulder. Nabigeta watches her go before shaking out her wings. 'Space dust? What planet are you on?'

'The one where Pavel is seventeen and got attacked by pirates two months ago. Give it a rest.'

Nabigeta shakes her head but allows Hikaru to go on treating the Ensign like a child. Kirk and Spock strut in, Kirk falling down into the Captain's chair. 'Report Mr Sulu.'

Hikaru tilts his head slightly. 'Engine and navigation are most in danger but we'll get to the nearest planet before they fail.'

Kirk nods. 'Those aliens really did a number on us.'

Hikaru and Nabigeta groan.

* * *

><p>Geniy scurried over Pavel's shoulders, trying to control her excitement. Chekov smiles, pulling her down and trying to hold her still. The field mouse just laughs, running across his fingers and swishing her tail. They are getting on the Enterprise, this is the greatest news they ever got.<p>

'Calm down.' Pavel mutters in russian, forcing himself to stop smiling. 'There is a crisis.'

'I know.' She says back, slowing slightly and heading up his arm. 'But everyone knows the Enterprise is the best. Commander Spock is on the Enterprise, so is Nabigeta.'

Chekov nods as she crawls up to his head. Geniy always admires the different geniuses at the Academy, even more if they take an interest in the sciences. 'Does this mean we're on the same level as them?'

Pavel smiles at her excitement, stepping on to the Enterprise with a nod at Uhura. Wikus nods his head and Geniy swirls around, waving her tail around. Wikus, despite the seriousness of the situation, laughs slightly, turning to walk in the opposite direction. Pavel heads toward the bridge, running through all the different codes and passwords he has been given.

'I don't think so.' He mutters, lifting his hand to take her off his head. She is serious now, ready to take on the commanders and captains on the bridge. 'They just need a tactical officer.'

'And we're the best.' She smiles as the sit down in their new chair, pressing buttons to get the ship going.

'Yes, we are.'

* * *

><p>Scotty hits the machine, cursing loudly. The people around him look up slowly, used to the engineer's shouts and equally used to not being able to understand a word of it. He kicks the metal, turning to back some orders at the other red shirts. They scurry to get the work done, knowing not to anger the Scotsman.<p>

'Bit much, Monty?' Krashny says, hopping across the machinery to land on his shoulder. 'Ya might need tae calm down.'

The red squirrel brushes her tail against Scotty's neck, smiling slightly. Scotty swears again, throwing a broken bit of metal after one of the retreating engineers. 'What ya talking about? I'm completely calm.'

Krashny laughs, looking down at the machine. 'Ya know there's nothing wrong with that right? There's only a few screws loose and a bit a rusted metal.'

Scotty nods slightly, turning away from the machine and walking towards the mess hall. 'Of course I know that. I just want tae see how quickly they figure it out.'

Krashny laughs again, hoping down onto the table as Scotty gets their food. She nibbles on the nuts as they sit, waiting for someone to run in and tell them that they found the missing screws or they replaced the metal.

Finally, a youthful red-shirt runs in, mockingbird dæmon jumping from side to side on his shoulder. 'Sir, we couldn't find anything wrong with the machine. We were-'

'Cannae find anything?' Scotty starts, eyebrows raised.

'Go look again!' Krashny finishes, laughing.


	16. League of Extraordinary Gentlemen(Movie)

Henta limps slightly through the streets of Paris, watching Allan run alongside Sawyer. The boy's wildcat dæmon is running along the roofs, watching out for Hyde and his snake dæmon. Every so often, Utsa will turn slightly, smirking at the older dæmon who's not quite able to keep up.

The aged leopard catches up to her human as he pulls Sawyer out of the way and scolds him slightly. Utsa jumps down next to them, wrapping around Sawyer's shoulders in comfort. Henta whimpers slightly, edging closer to Quartermain. The wildcat's gesture reminds her so much of her daughter dæmon, who faded to Dust in her arms. Allan bends slightly, rubbing the back of Henta's neck. She looks up, licking at his fingers.

The leopard sets off faster next time, desperate to keep up with the younger dæmon. She's seen the way the other dæmons look at her, how they pity her because she can't do everything they can do. Brapon and Picha, both quite old themselves, are constantly trying to intervene, to 'make her life easier'. Mwizi and Utsa, too young to care too much, spend their days trying to annoy her, to trip up her bum leg. She just hopes Jekyll's dæmon, whatever she is, will treat her as an equal.

She growls as she sees Hyde being pulled into the Nautilus. The plan worked, as she knew it would. Allan crouches, patting her flank.

'We got him, Henta.'

* * *

><p>Utsa runs down the corridors of the Nautilus, glancing back at Mwizi every so often. Or, rather, where Mwizi should be. The wildcat can hear the parrots wings, plus Skinner running along beside her but, without a coat or makeup, Utsa can't tell where the thieves actually are. She just needs to stay in front of them until she reaches the meeting room, where Tom and Quartermain are.<p>

Sawyer looks up as his dæmon bursts through the doors, leaping onto his lap. He looks up, seeing Skinner pulling on his coat and applying makeup to Mwizi. He had felt her running but hadn't bother to go check, not worried unless there was pain or panic over their stretched bond.

'I hate that stupid parrot.' Utsa growls, curling into a ball on Tom's lap. Henta, reading the newspaper over Quartermain's shoulder, laughs slightly. Utsa jumps up to Tom's shoulder, snarling at the leopard.

Sawyer pulls his dæmon down, soothing her slowly. 'I'm sure everyone hates the parrot. Don't let her, or Henta, get to you.'

Utsa sneers, flopping down onto his lap. 'Why did we join them? We could be hunting werewolves right now.'

Tom laughs, picking up a knife. 'We could, but this is more fun.'

Henta shakes her head. 'What's so fun about stupid invisible dæmons.'

Tom smiles, listening for noise. 'Scaring their invisible men.'

He flicks his wrist, the knife landing between Skinner's invisible fingers. Definitely more fun.

* * *

><p>Brapon flits through the patients, checking which ones need help and which ones Jekyll can handle. Dobra looks up from Henry's shoulder, tilting her head slightly. The mosquito buzzes once around the monkey's head before flying back to his woman. Mina looks up slightly from the man she's healing, smiling at her dæmon.<p>

'Are there any problems?' The vampire mutters as Brapon rests on her shoulder. 'Anything I need to see to immediately?'

Brapon shakes his tiny head. 'Nothing that Henry and Dobra can't handle. But, currently, we have something to discuss.'

Mina nods, tying the bandage and wiping the last patch of blood from the man's forehead. She stops briefly to tell Jekyll she is going but will return. The doctor smiles, waving her off as he sets a broken bone.

'What's wrong, Brap?' She mutters, walking towards her room. She nods to Quartermain and Sawyer as she passes them, her dæmon buzzing threateningly around Henta and Utsa for a few seconds. 'Is Picha's betrayal still bothering you?'

Brapon bit down on Mina's shoulder, imagining it was Picha beneath him. 'The betrayal is upsetting, yes, but I am wondering what we are still doing here. We joined the league because Dorian invited us.'

Mina nods, moving him in front of her face. 'And we stay because he betrayed us.'

* * *

><p>Wangja swims along beside the Nautilus, keeping as close as possible to the submarine. Nemo, from the inside, leans against the wall, despite being stretched from his dæmon. The octopus could go inside, and probably will next time they emerge, but she prefers to be in water. Although, she does like to spend time with her human.<p>

She swerves away as the Nautilus begins to rise. Once she is far enough away, she starts swimming upward, propelling herself onto the deck just as Nemo walks out.

'Hello Wangja.' Nemo smiles, bowing his head slightly.

'Good Morning, your majesty.'

Nemo scowls at the reminder of their former life and Wangja laughs, waddling forward to reach her human. He bends, allowing her to attach her tentacles to his arms and face. It's a strange feeling but he is used to it, happy to have his dæmon so close. The Captain turns, walking back into the ship and giving the call to submerge.

Ishmael nods to his captain as he steps away from the wheel, allowing Nemo to take control. Wangja nods at Ishmael's terrier dæmon.

'All gone well so far?' The octopus asks, having been out of sync with the rest of the world.

'Of course.' Nemo smiles. 'We have Jekyll and we make for Venice.'

Wangja smiles. 'Very good, your majesty.'

* * *

><p>Dobra shrieks at the reflection, jumping away and scratching at Jekyll's chest. Henry apologises to the other members of the league, trying to calm her down but achieving nothing. The monkey continues to try and run but, being on a submarine, there are reflections at every turn.<p>

'If you can't keep her under control, perhaps you're no good to us.'

Henry glares at the raven on Gray's shoulder and presses his nails into Dobra's back. 'She's just not to so many mirrors. We'll get used to it.'

Parker raises an eyebrow and Henry blushes, realising his slight slip. He sees Edward smirk in the window and stands up, heading to his room with Dobra in his arms. Sawyer makes a quip as they leave and they hear Quartermain scolding him. They manage to get to their room without anyone stopping them, Henry still whispering soothing words.

'It's okay, I promise. Zlo can't get to you.'

Dobra buries her face in his chest, avoiding the mirrors again. 'I hate her, Henry. Why can't she just leave me alone?'

Henry sighs, knowing this is his fault, even if Dobra will never say it. He created the serum, created the man and snake staring at them from every mirror. He ruined their lives for good.

'I don't know, Dobra. I just don't know.'

* * *

><p>Zlo wraps herself around Edward's arm and smirks at the mirror. Dobra shakes slightly under Henry's arm but nods towards the bottom of the boat. Hyde begins to float down but Zlo untangles herself, sliding through the water at a relaxed pace. The ship can wait, Edward will deal with it.<p>

Dobra, still in the mirror, keeps an eye firmly on Zlo, even as Jekyll watches Hyde descend. The boa constrictor shows her fangs, delighting in the monkey's panicked reaction. A glance from Jekyll gets her to turn, heading to where Edward is pulling on the levers.

'Bit heavy, Eddie?' She thinks towards him, not wanting to open her mouth again. Dæmons can't really drown, but she's not taking the chance.

'Not at all.' He smiles, not caring about the water. The serum protects him. 'Just showing off a bit for old mother Hen.'

She laughs, wrapping around his shoulders as he pulls the levers, stabilising the ship. He doesn't really know what it actually does, he leaves the thinking up to Henry.

'Well done, Edward.' He hears from the mirror. 'Well done.'

He can't help but smile as the water recedes. Zlo chuckles. 'Enjoying the praise, Eddie? Maybe we shouldn't be so bad.'

He laughs at that and Henry's smile drops. Dobra shivers. 'Don't even think about that, love.'

* * *

><p>Mwizi glides through the corridors of the Nautilus after Skinner, trying to keep as quiet as possible. The two of them have just have a shower and are currently sans makeup, meaning they are very careful not to knock anything over or disturb people. They're happy to joke around but Nemo's men are superstitious and would shoot at a noise with no origin. Or an invisible man.<p>

They make it back to their room without any problems and Rodney instantly grabs his coat, wrapping it around himself to stop the shivering. Mwizi dips her wings in the white powder, shaking herself in an attempt to get it all over herself.

'Hey, hey, let me do that.' Skinner laughs, grabbing the brush and making her visible before doing the same to his face.

Mwizi rests on the chair next to the window, watching herself in the reflection. 'I miss being colourful.'

Skinner holds his arm out to the parrot, allowing her to fly onto it. 'I know, I miss you being colourful too.'

The two allow themselves a moment of sadness before Mwizi takes to the air, flying through the corridors, with Skinner on her tail feathers.

'C'mon.' She croons over her shoulder. 'Let go annoy the American.'

Rodney chuckles. 'We should have stayed invisible for that.'

Mwizi merely laughs along.

* * *

><p>Dorian raises his glass slightly, as M leaves the room. Picha flies from Gray's shoulder to glide around the Napoleon of Crime's shoulders, annoying his spider dæmon easily. Hanzai simply scurries closer to Moriarty's neck, shielding herself. The raven smirks, landing easily on Dorian's shoulder as the door slams behind their boss.<p>

'How irritable.' Dorian smiles, holding up some nuts for her to nibble on. 'You think she would be used to idiots by now.'

'I can't help but find that insulting.' Picha says, finishing the last nut in his hand.

'That's understandable.' Dorian smirks, running a knuckle over her neck. 'It was meant to be.'

She gives out an indignant squeak, fluttering her wings against his ear. He chuckles low in his throat and she calms, seeing the teasing for what it was meant to be. She glances at the painting in the corner, covered in thin wrappings.

'Shouldn't we hide that somewhere. I won't feel safe until it is wrapped in irons.'

Gray nods, but doesn't move to cover the painting further. 'I am sure paper can last until our employer's new age of machinery. After that, I will bury it and we will remain alive forever.'

Picha's head tilts, nodding towards the glasses on the nearby table. 'To immortality?'

Dorian pours a drink and smiles. 'To immortality.'

* * *

><p>Hanzai crawls across M's shoulder, looking down at the machines covering the workhouse floor. The scientists and engineers look up at her man, shaking silently as he smirks. Hanzai has to hide a laugh at their reaction as the two of them walk off. James does like putting on a show.<p>

'Don't scare them too much, Mr Moriarty.' The spider says as they leave the room. 'They still need to be able to work.'

'Ah, but it's the fear that gets them to work.'

Hanzai nods her small, dark head, crawling further up his neck and onto his face. He doesn't even blink at the action, far too used to her familiarity. Hanzai scowls as Dante and some other troops run past them, their dæmons shouting at each other.

'I'm surrounded by fools and degenerates.' She mutters as they enter their room, James sitting down to pull some paperwork. Six hundred batches of Jekyll's formula sold and people still want more.

'Not much longer. Soon, everyone will know our names and want to buy from us.'

'Yes.' She smiles, listening to the far off screams of a scientist's wife. 'But even when they buy from us, they'll still fear us.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: The dæmon names come from google translate and then a bit of tweaking. For example, Uhura's dæmon Wikus gets his name from the Cebuano word 'Wika' which means language.**


	17. Now You See Me (Movie)

Daniel shuffles the cards over and over, eyes travelling over the crowd. Henley, Jack and Merritt are buying supplies, each of them being much better at sneaking than he is. Disappearance is a part of all of their acts but he is used to being the centre of attention, to have everyone's eyes on him, until he specifically wants them to look at something else. Even when they are looking away, they are still focused on him.

A playing card, the Queen of Diamonds, flies towards him, landing on top of his deck. Henley's delicate scrawl is written on top. On the back, Jack and Merritt have drawn rude pictures in an attempt to annoy him.

'When are they going to grow up?' Elenchos says, slithering down his arm towards the card. 'We're meant to be professionals.'

'You can't control everything, El.' He sighs, tucking the cards into his pocket and starting to walk home. 'They do want they want.'

The snake hisses, muttering under her breath about 'magicians' and 'professionals'. Danny gets back to the apartment in record time, going through their notes once again.

'Do you think Sphuranus likes me?' Elenchos mutters as they rest on the sofa, flicking through the channels on the TV. 'He won't talk to me.'

'You set him on fire once.' Danny reminds her. 'And chucked him into a river.'

'That was a trick.' Elenchos frowns. 'He knew what was happening.'

Danny laughs, taking his cards out and beginning to shuffle them again.

* * *

><p>Sphuranus glares at Elenchos as the snake slivers out of the door after her human. The bee turns his gaze to Mana and Kinyit until they both hurry their men out of the apartment, giving Sphuranus and Henley some much needed alone time.<p>

'I thought they'd never leave.' Henley mutters, pulling off her gloves and sighing. The scars, a reminder of a trick gone wrong, still hurt, but she doesn't like guilt tripping Atlas. It wasn't really his fault anyway.

'Boys.' The bee mutters, as if that explains everything. Henley smiles, allowing him to land on her wrist, just next to her scars.

'Sphur, you're a boy.' She laughs

'But you're not so it doesn't count.' He scowls, buzzing slightly. 'Besides, it's the boy's girls that a more annoying and I'm a girl's boy.'

Henley smirks. 'You know that made no sense, right?'

Sphuranus flies off, whizzing around her head and making her laugh. She slides her gloves back on, hand darting up to grab him as he passes her eyes. He squirms for a bit, cursing her lightly and she laughs again, letting him go and smiling as he flies just out of the way. She watches him slowly, waiting for him to come back into reach before moving both hands around him, giggling as he wiggles, eventually slumping down in her fingers and glaring at her

'Don't do that.' He mutters, wings fluttering against her skin. 'I hate it.'

'Come on, Sphuranus.' She smiles. 'You're an escape artist.'

* * *

><p>Mana scuttles towards the bigger dæmon, watching Kinyit fidget as she does so. Merritt has hypnotised Jack, but that doesn't mean his puppy dæmon is under yet. That's the crab's job.<p>

Kinyit jumps as Mana places a claw on the link between her and Jack. She twists the claw slightly, watching the puppy blink a few times before collapsing against the table. Elenchos and Sphuranus look up as Mana tries to push the bigger dæmon towards her man. In the end, the crab gives up, letting Merritt pick her up and head for the door.

'Hey.' Atlas says, looking between the other three magicians. 'Are you just going to leave him there?'

Merritt smiles. 'Of course. Jackie wants to learn to throw off hypnotism. If he isn't normal in two hours, give me a ring.'

He winks, opening the door with his free hand and keeping Mana close to his chest. She moves slightly so she can see him properly. 'You think he'll do it.'

'No.' Merritt laughs, heading to the nearest bar. 'We've got two hours to have fun.'

Mana chuckles, letting Merritt lift her to his shoulder. If he gets too drunk, she'll get down. Well, if she has enough sense to do so at the time. Merritt walks into the bar, his most frequent spot, and just grins, dozens shouting his name.

'Drinks on me!'

Merritt spends the night drinking and laughing with strangers. His phone rings six times over four hours and he misses each one.

* * *

><p>Kinyit jumps on top of Jack's back as Atlas pushes him off the sofa. Sphuranus shouts as she jumps past him and Jack spins as she lands, making her fall to the floor. The springer spaniel puppy gets to her feet, watching her man with a smile. She leaps at him and he grabs her under his arm, spinning around as she squeals, Elenchos and Mana laughing at her while Sphuranus chuckles on Henley's shoulder.<p>

Finally, Jack lets her down, scratching behind her ear with a smile. 'Looks like I won that one Kin.'

The dæmon shakes herself off, glaring at him. 'I'll win next time. I'm getting better.'

Jack smirks as she jumps up onto the sofa frame, barely missing Atlas's head. He sits down in front of Kinyit, smiling up at her. 'Maybe, but it's still fifty eight to six. You need to get a lot better.'

Kinyit huffs, slumping down on the back on the sofa and pretending to snap at Jack's head. Henley giggles and Merritt, sat on the armchair, angles his head to see better. Atlas and Elenchos merely shake their heads, picking up some cards and starting to shuffle.

'Anyone for a game?' Kinyit says, placing her paws on Jack's shoulder.

'With or without magic?' Mana says from the arm of Merritt's sofa.

'With, of course.' Jack grins. Everyone nods and smiles, Atlas dealing the cards, with as much complexity as possible.

Kinyit snuggles more up to Jack, getting ready to win this game.

* * *

><p>Nzuza tilts her head, watching the video tapes over and over again. They are about to go out, but she wants to see Atlas, Reeves, McKinley and Wilder in action one more time. Just wants to make sure everything will go smoothly.<p>

Dylan, having just returned from setting the house up, pokes his head into the room, smiling at his tiger dæmon. 'Done, Zu? We've got to get going.'

She nods, getting to her feet and following him outside. Rhodes closes the door to their rented house, set up for a several week stay, and sits down on the steps, wrapping an arm around her neck and hugging her tightly.

'Dylan, we have to go.' She mutters, pressing her head against his.

'I know.' He smiles, loosening his grip. 'It's just...we did it.'

Nzuza pushes him to his feet, shaking herself off and starting down the street. He shakes his head, following her with a smile. They have spent their whole lives, every moment since their father died, wanting this, hoping they could one day finish what he started. Rhodes steps into the park, walking across the grass to where the tiger is waiting.

'They found it.' She whispers as he steps up to her.

He nods, watching them walk up to him and relaxing slightly. Nzuza laughs at their shocked expressions and takes a hesitant step towards their dæmons.

Dylan just smiles, happy they can finally finish what their father started, happy it's over.

'Welcome to the Eye.'

* * *

><p>Kwenkwe looks down at all the notes his human has made, raising his eyebrows slightly. The bobcat turns to face his girl, face full of exasperation. 'Magic, Alma? Really?' He says in French.<p>

The frenchwoman finished her seventh cup of coffee that evening. 'If the criminals believe in it, we need to learn about it, Kwen. All of it.'

Kwenkwe raises an eyebrow. 'All of it? You know magic has been around for thousands of years, right? It'll take forever to read all of it.'

They both raise their heads as Dylan runs through the room, shouting to the other detectives. Nzuza runs after him, snarling at their dæmons when they don't react instantly.

'Maybe.' Alma allows, glaring at the Americans surrounding her. 'But at least I will know more than them.'

'They're American, Alma.' The bobcat smirks. 'We already know more than them.'

Alma laughs, drawing the attention of Dylan and Nzuza. Alma looks straight at them and Dylan blushes lightly, turning back to his work. Nzuza stays watching Kwenkwe but he glares and she turns away.

'Stupid tiger.' Alma whispers, although her voice is fond. 'Don't know what you see in her.'

Kwenkwe splutters and Nzuza looks up again briefly, before burying her face in Dylan's side. The bobcat glares at tiger, man then woman, the latter raising an eyebrow. Her dæmon practically snarls. 'I don't see anything in her.'

'That's good.' Alma smiles. She glances around, checking no French speaker is near. 'Because I think she's involved.'

* * *

><p>Tressler screams the second he is alone, Ogaranya letting out a similar screech. He hears the guards pause outside his room but a quick snarl from his rat dæmon sends them running. She may be small but they know that if Ogaranya is angry, so is Tressler and he will happily fire them if he's in a bad mood.<p>

'They stole my money!' Tressler shouts, knocking something off the table. He doesn't stop to look at what it is. 'They stole it and, somehow, they're getting away with it.'

'The bank has all forms of identification needed to give over the money.' Ogaranya scowls, chasing her own tail in mimicry of his pacing. 'Unless we can concretely reveal that they did it, that money is lost to us.'

Tressler's hands ball into fists and he knocks something else over, narrowly missing his dæmon on the mantelpiece. The money isn't that important, barely half of all the cash he owns but it's a matter of pride. Those stupid showmen tricked him and humiliated him in front of thousands of people, then left him standing there, chained on stage, with all those people watching. All those people he hadn't given money too.

'We'll get them back, Ranya.' He mutters, placing a hand on her back gently. 'We'll reveal them and get them jailed. We might even be able to swing for high security, separate states and solitary.'

Ogaranya rolls her eyes. 'We'd need a detective.

'No.' Tressler smirks. 'We'd need a magician.'

* * *

><p>Bradley sits in his cell, watching as Ugha flies around the room. There is no way to convince anyone that they didn't do it, that they were framed but they might be able to plant a seed of doubt. If he can convince the detective, or the French agent, that there must be spy among them, they might offer him his freedom for assistance.<p>

'But how to convince them? How did those magicians do it?'

The beetle dæmon flies towards him, twirling several times before resting on his forehead. Bradley rolls his eyes, but smiles at the display. 'I already told you. Besides, you know magicians, they'll pull whatever tricks they need to, if it gets them their show.'

Ugha jumps slightly, as if to remind Bradley that they were once magicians themselves. 'But how are we going to convince the policemen? What if we try to convince one of them, and they're the double agent?'

Bradley snorts slightly and smirks. 'Please. The only ones who will talk to us are Rhodes or Dray. The chances of her getting assigned here were minimal so it won't be her and he's too stuck up and disbelieving to have anything to do with this.'

There's a noise down the hall, like a rusty door creeping open. They stuck them in the dingiest, oldest cell they could find, so no one could be persuaded to help him. Rhodes is walking towards him, tiger at his side.

'Alright then.' Bradley says, smiling. 'Show time.'


	18. A-Team (Movie)

Maskira walks through the prison, glaring at any of the other inmates' dæmons that dare to look smug. All of them back down instantly, birds and lizards so afraid of a huge, scarred wolf. Hannibal nudges her once, when she almost jumps at a husky dæmon talking about them in a loud voice, but other than that, they stay silent, not offering each other comfort. They reach their cell, the guard pushing Hannibal in unnecessarily. Maskira growls at the jackal dæmon when she tries to do the same, stalking into the cell with her head held high.

Once the door is closed and they cannot be seen, her ears drop and she turns, jumping onto the bed and into his lap. She curls up on his stomach, eyelids heavy and watching him sadly. He sighs, patting her side.

'I know, Kira, I know.' Hannibal lets his head hit the pillow.

'We don't deserve this, John. What did we do?' She thinks of Vigarista, Pairotta and Fundi in their separate prisons. The deer and the badger might be fine but the little hummingbird will go insane- more than normal- being away from her friends.

'We didn't do anything. So stop feeling sorry for yourself.' He tugs on her ear, trying to get the expression off her face.

'Not sorry for myself-'

'-sorry for Pairotta, I'm guessing.'

Maskira glares again. 'I said she'd never have to go back. I promised Hannibal.'

He nods once, pushing her off his stomach and sitting up. She sits next to him, eyes on the door in case anyone walks in. 'Remember the plan. It's small but we've got time. We'll get them out, Kira. They won't stay there long.'

Maskira sits up straight and proud as a guard walks in. They have a plan after all.

* * *

><p>Everyone laughs when they see Vigarista for the first time. Because, really, a member of the famed A-Team, the Army's greatest heroes, has a deer dæmon? Seriously? Not as scary or ferocious as the wolf and badger his friends have. Face doesn't really care what people think of Vigarista. If they underestimate her, that just makes his life easier.<p>

Face looks up at thug whose gotten the better of him and tied him to a chair. The knots are loose and easy to undo but the conman is waiting for the right moment to strike. Vigarista is stood to the side, the man's lynx dæmon watching her carefully. The deer has her head bowed, making herself seem smaller than she is.

'So this is the great Templeton Peck.' The man smirks, hitting Face again. Face smiles to himself, knowing the punches are so the man can feel like he's still in control. It's textbook bad guy. 'If I'm honest, I expected more from you.'

'And from your dæmon.' The lynx snarls, scratching at Vigarista's back legs. 'People with scary reputations should have scary dæmons.'

Face smiled, winking at the deer. 'Well, I certainly have a scary reputation.'

Vigarista's foot whips out, hitting the lynx straight in the nose. The pain causes the man to stop, allowing Face to stand and hit him in the stomach. Vigarista stamps next to the lynx's face as her human continues to hit the man that kept them tied up. The lynx tries to scurry away, back to her man's arms but the deer stands on her tail, pinning her in place. The lynx turns her head to looks at her eyes wide.

'Never underestimate a deer.' Vigarista smiles. 'Because we will always surprise you.'

The deer kicks again, knocking dæmon, and man, unconscious.

* * *

><p>Pairotta flies around James' head, changing directions each full turn. Murdock is watching her, eyes slightly wide and mouth hanging slightly open. The drugs they have been given have dulled his senses but heightened hers, leading to this mash up of emotions. Murdock shakes his head, walking out of his room and towards the rec room. They are allowed to go between the two places but no where else, unless there is a doctor with them.<p>

Murdock peeks his head into the room, checking there is no one in there. He smiles, Pairotta flying backwards past him, watching for ambushers. They shut the door, barricading it and the three other doors. Pairotta flies to the bag resting on the top of the cupboard, spinning around it until Murdock gets it down.

Murdock pulls on the coat, smoothing it out until it covers his clothes. He pulls out the rest of the clothing, pulling it on quickly and straightening it out. Pairotta flies into his coat pocket as he pulls out the small puppy he had been caring for and training for a month. He slips the lead through his trousers, tying it around one of the belt loops and holding his coat over it. Unless someone looks directly at the dog, they wouldn't know he was on a leash. Pairotta pokes her head out to look at the dog as Murdock leans down.

'Now listen Billy, we've been through his. You keep quiet, you walk along beside me and when we get out, I'll buy you a massive steak. Understood?'

The dog bites on his foot.

'Good enough for me.' Pairotta mutters, hiding again.

Murdock walks through the hospital, acting natural. He's getting out, he's going home, he's gonna be free...

'Hey Doc, got a minute for a wounded soldier?'

* * *

><p>Fundi watches Pairotta apprehensively, waiting for the hummingbird to ruin things and test her patience. The badger doesn't want to get angry, doesn't want to fight but things are about to get serious and the other dæmon won't stay still. Maskira glares once at both of them, causing Fundi to bow her head and Pairotta to hide in Murdock's jacket. Morrison has a tiny dæmon so no one will be confused if she can't be seen.<p>

BA places a hand on Fundi's forehead, standing up to follow the plan. Hannibal and Face pat Murdock's cheek, placing the bag over his head and leading him to his place. Face, despite it being his plan, still looks worried for Murdock, knowing exactly how agitated the pilot will get as the time drags on, as it takes longer for Lynch to get to the box.

'Ready to fight?' Fundi asks, lifting her head to look up at him.

'I don't fight anymore, you know that.'

Fundi shakes her head, scowling at him. The two of them have argued about this thousands of times since BA got put in prison. Since Hannibal talked to them and BA shaved in his mohawk, Fundi has got even more insistent. Of course, Bosco is just as stubborn so the argument has stopped being about philosophy or morals and more like two children fighting over a toy.

'Come on, we're needed.'

Bosco's eyes narrow as the badger leads the way towards the back boxes, ready to defend Face or Hannibal if it must be done.

'You know you're being stupid right?' Fundi mutters as they wait, watching the fire and explosions.

BA rolls his eyes. 'You don't have to fight to be useful.'

A loud shout makes them both turn. Bosco starts running and Fundi smirks.

'Yeah, right '

* * *

><p>Zamanus smiles slightly as he watches the news, seeing the latest report on the "A-Team". He almost laughs at how the men are described; Former Air Marshall's, banding together to prove their innocence, while generously helping out little old ladies and victims of...well anything. If you have a problem...<p>

'...and no one can help.' Sosa joins in the end of the 'advert' that the news runs every time.

'...maybe you can hire the A Team.' Zamanus laughs, crawling down from the cupboard to rest on her lap. Since Temp's latest escapade, they've been in lock down, their commanders thinking he'll run to help them. The monkey laughs, turning to face the TV. 'They do know Peck would never show his face around her, right?'

'He doesn't have thing for damsels.' Charissa nods. 'But he sometimes likes it when they're in distress.'

Zamanus grins, folding himself into the crook of her arm. 'I'm sure he does. No one wonder his team keep helping rich, young models.'

Sosa laughs as the doorbell rings. She stands, opening it to see flowers on the doorstep. Zamanus turns the card over, both of them smiling.

'Saturday at six, my place? Forget the models.'

* * *

><p>Kanali swings after her human, clinging to the lighting fixtures by way of movement. The chimp doesn't mind walking but she prefers being able to get away quickly. When she walks, Vance has to pick her up to make a get away.<p>

She swings onto his back as the near the room, wrapping her legs around his chest as they go through the door. Lynch, as her human is known to the world, raises an eyebrow at the people in there and they vacate instantly. Lynch smirks, dropping Kanali down onto one of the seats and sitting down opposite her.

'I think it's all going quite well, don't you?'

He smiles, pouring himself a drink and sinking back into the seat. She mirrors him, tilting her head slightly. 'For now. They need to stay in prison though, otherwise we have a problem.'

Lynch rolls his eyes. 'Obviously. But, even with our offered help, how could they do it? Even Hannibal Smith can't pull that off.'

Kanali nods, although she wonders for a second if Vance is underestimating the men. Surely, if anyone could do it, it would be them. A knock makes both turn.

'Sir, we may have a problem.'

* * *

><p>Brock glares at the news as it announces the army's favourite 'Alpha Squad' and their latest success in the war. Adavi looks up at him, the jackal gotten used to his anger a long time ago.<p>

'Let it go, Pike.' She mutters as he flicks the TV off, almost crushing the remote as he puts it down. 'We've done more than them, anyway.'

'Exactly.' He says, squeezing the fur on her side tightly. It begins to hurt but she doesn't push him off. 'Black Forest have taken on more missions, harder missions, and because those guys are decorated, they get all the fame. It's not fair.'

Adavi pulls away slowly, shaking her head and trying to calm him down. 'I know but that can't last forever. We'll get the credit we deserve one day. You'll see.'

Brock smiles, pulling away to go look at the plans he had made for Black Forest's next mission. 'I know we will. You heard what that CIA guy said, right?'

Adavi nods slowly. She hadn't liked the man or his chimp dæmon. 'Yes, but-'

'No buts, Ada.' Pike smiles, folding up the maps and papers. 'We're going to take down that arrogant Alpha Squadron.'

* * *

><p>'Was this a good idea?'<p>

Russell Morrison, formerly of the US army and once in the service of Brock Pike and Agent Lynch, looks down at his tiny beetle dæmon. He can't reach Thawpi because of the ties on his arms but she has free movement, even if it won't help them much. Morrison tricked the greatest soldiers he had, then double crossed the only man who could protect him from them. None of that qualified as a good idea.

'I don't know.' Was all he said to her, sighing to himself.

Thawpi looks at the window, after the four men they framed for their death. 'This is going to get ugly, isn't it?'

Morrison nods, moving his arm as much as he can, so she can run up his arm to his face. He knows the boys will fight, will force their story out and make people listen to them, whatever action is required to make that possible. This could turn in an all out war, the boys against Lynch.

'I'm sure they can handle it. They'll get their names cleared, you'll see.'

Thawpi nods, burrowing close as she hears planes flying overhead. They can trust the A-Team.


	19. Percy Jackson

Jiliu watched Percy fighting with one of the kids from Cabin Five, swords swinging wildly. The girl's lynx dæmon is prowling around the two fighter, occasionally passing Jiliu. The sea lion just watches him out of the corner of her eyes, waiting for him to grow tired of watching and jump her. Cabin Five dæmons are predicable in their movement and Jiliu just needs to wait this one out.

Percy steps forward, nicking the girl's shoulder. The lynx snarls, twisting and turning back towards Jiliu. Percy jumps forward, knocking the sword out of the girl's left hand. She scrambles to dodge his next attack, rolling on the ground and picking up her sword, just as her dæmon move. Both fighters ignore him as he races past, teeth bared and ready to pounce. Jiliu moves out of the way of the first attack, merely rolling sideways. The lynx jumps again, several times, and each time the sea lion just moves, rolling her eyes slightly. She's used to other dæmons thinking, because she isn't a predator, they can jump her easily and take her down. She used to being underestimated.

The lynx scrambles to his feet, snarling at Jiliu. Rather than pouncing, having finally learnt, the dæmon charges, eyes narrowed. Jiliu waits until the last minute before turning, mouth open and teeth bared.

The girl freezes, shouting at Percy to stop. They both turn, looking at their dæmons. The lynx is struggling, trapped beneath the sea lion's neck.

'What?' Jiliu says, smirking.

* * *

><p>Ailtire looks down at the battle plans, inspecting the paper from his perch on Annabeth's shoulder. The bearded dragon tilts his head as his human scrawls on the paper, drawing arrows from their territory to enemy lands. She draws different symbols around their territory, marking where each of their units will be, how many of each, which Cabin is where.<p>

'We'll need to set up a border control.' He mutters, crawling down her arm to reach the table. They have people protecting their base but no one watching the outer lines. 'Here, here and here.'

He taps three spots with his tail and she circles them with a pen. He looks over all her notes, scrawled in ancient Greek and written in several different directions. If any enemy scouts looked at it, they would need a good ten, twenty minutes to decipher it. By then, Annabeth and her siblings would be back and Ailtire would have a claw on their dæmon's throat, no matter what the size. The dæmon might be small but that doesn't mean he is not lethal.

'What do you think about the archers?' Annabeth says, placing a hand on his back and leaning onto her other elbow.

'Place them around the south border. There will be to many people near the river.'

Annabeth smirks. 'Let's hope Clarisse and her siblings go there then, otherwise this whole thing will be ruined.'

Ailtire laughs. 'Please, they'll be too focused on Jackson to think about the flag.'

Annabeth grins.

* * *

><p>Grover sighed as he looked up at the tree on top of the hill. Thalia's tree or, more accurately, Thalia herself. His head bows slightly and Ricerca rolls about in his lap. The small kitten dæmon, light brown with darker markings, looks up at him, eyes wide and worried.<p>

'You're not feeling guilty again, are you?'

Grover pats her head, calming himself as well as her. 'You know I am. It's four years since the biggest mistake of my life.'

Ricerca butts her small head against his chest, whining shrilly. 'It wasn't our fault. Thalia-'

'Shouldn't have had to make that decision.' Grover moans, turning his face to the training grounds. Annabeth is fighting with Luke, laughing every time she manages to get a hit on him. 'I should have been able to save all three of them, especially her.'

The kitten jumps up, pressing her paws to his shoulders. 'It was an impossible mission, and our first one anyway. Half of Olympus had a grudge against Thalia.'

'I know, I know.' He sighs, thinking of the army that had followed them up the hill. 'But it was still my job. Dad could have done it, or Uncle Ferdinand or anyone but me.'

Ricerca sighs, nudging her nose against her chin. 'You don't know that. Besides, we just have to try again.'

Grover pushes her down lightly, standing up. 'Let's go, Chiron's managed to get us a new assignment.'

'You never know.' Ricerca smiles. 'This one could go much better.'

* * *

><p>Occhia looks at the small kitten sat with the other 'monster'. Grover leans past Tyson to grab the salt and Occhia's cyclops has to hold back a sneeze, grabbing hold of his small puppy dæmon's tail for comfort. Jiliu glances at the spaniel but she shakes her head, nudging Tyson until he excuses himself from the table, claiming to be full. Percy raises an eyebrow at this; Tyson is never full.<p>

'Well done, I think they bought it.' Occhia smiles as they get away. She does honestly believe they believed it.

Tyson nods, smiling to himself as they reach Cabin 3. 'Well, if I didn't say something, Percy might worry.'

They both frown at the idea of upsetting Percy. They both try very hard to impress people and get them to like them but no one more than Percy and Jiliu.

'Maybe if we make Percy some more weapons, he'll be even happier with us.'

Occhia laughs at Tyson's idea, already thinking of the look of Jiliu's face. 'We'll go tomorrow, should have it finished real soon.'

Tyson smiles, forgetting the quest Annabeth invited them on. For now, they are just happy to forget, happy to not think of anything but forges. 'We can decorate them loads, maybe even make some for everyone in camp.'

Occhia laughs, jumping into his arms and planning different designs for each cabin. He knows Percy has friends in Cabins 1 and 8 so he'll make stuff for them as well. This would be fun.

* * *

><p>Pauris flies forward, pinning the other dæmon to the ground. The bobcat snarls up at the gyrfalcon but he just presses his claws further down, beak snapping down just in front of the other dæmon's eye. Thalia looks at the bobcat's human, raising an eyebrow in challenge. The girl huffs, slumping off with her dæmon running after her.<p>

'Very good, Thalia.' The Lieutenant of Artemis turns, seeing a wolf dæmon with his head tilted. Thalia immediately bows, recognising him as her mistress' dæmon. 'I thought I'd have to step in.'

Pauris spirals back to Thalia's shoulder. He bows to the dæmon as he runs away into the woods. Pauris sighs, leaning against Thalia's ear briefly. 'I hate disciplining others. The idiots make me look bad when they do stuff and I look bad if I have to resort to violence.'

Thalia shakes her head, scratching his feathers and walking back to camp. 'You don't look bad. Lunus said we did good.'

'He said you did good.' Pauris frowns, sounding like a child. 'There's a difference.'

'Oh, get over yourself.' She smirks. 'We're about to go to war against the Titans and you're worried if Lunus like you or not. Artemis wouldn't have put us in charge if they didn't trust us.'

The gyrfalcon flies off her shoulder, circling her as they near the tents. Thalia smiles when camp comes into view. She straightens her back and grabs her bow, ready to be Artemis' Lieutenant and lead the hunters to war.

* * *

><p>'Do you ever wonder if I settled too early?'<p>

Nico looks up at Spettra, resting on the branches of the pomegranate tree above him. Spirits, wandering aimlessly through Asphodel, glance at them every so often, heads bowing when they do so. Even thoughtless beings have enough basic instincts for respect.

'How do you mean?'

The crow flies down to rest on Nico's knee, head tilting slightly. 'You know what I mean. I settled because of Bianca but now we're not...you're not...'

The dæmon caws in frustration, causing all the nearby spirits to jump, turning away from them. Spettra glances at them, sighing.

Nico leans forward, placing his hand on her wing. 'I know. We're different but I think most people are. Don't get worked up.'

Her wings flutter and the spirits nearby turn curiously to look at her, having long since lost their own dæmons. Nico glares at them until they leave, giving him a wide berth from now on. He strokes her neck soothingly but she still takes time to calm herself.

She shakes herself out, looking around. 'I don't like it here. It's no place for dæmons, not even Ghost King dæmons.'

Nico smiles, letting her hop onto his hand and standing up. 'Well, we better go somewhere else thn.'

Spettra twists her body to look at him. 'Where?'

He shrugs, smirking as he begins to shadow travel. 'I hear Camp Jupiter is a great place to terrorise this time of year.'

Spettra laughs and they disappear.

* * *

><p>Perduta tries to shy away from the golden coffin but Luke presses a hand to her back, keeping her still. The ferret begins to struggle but her man, barely moving his eyes from the coffin or stopping in his speech, digs his fingers into her side, freezing her in place. Once Kronos has stopped speaking, Luke bows, picking Perduta up and leaving the rest of the leaders to their discussion.<p>

'You're being embarrassing.' He mutters as he walks back to his room, still holding her in a vice like grip.

She shudders involuntarily, thinking of the aura the coffin gave out. 'I don't like that thing. If gives me the creeps.'

They walk into the room and Luke throws her onto the bed, scowling. 'I don't car if you don't like it. We've just got to soldier on.'

'Why?' Perduta frowns, thinking about Kronos' plan, the...thing...he is going to do to her man. 'So we can soldier on to death.'

Luke turns, grabbing a knife and pointing it at her. Perduta stares, eyes defiant and Luke scowls. 'It's a honour to be chosen. You knew what we might have to do, from the moment we joined.'

'I didn't know this.' The ferret cries, her ears beginning to droop, beginning to worry. 'I didn't know you'd die.'

He freezes. 'What's going to happen to me, Luke?' She asks, voice breaking.

He puts down the weapon, picking her up and holding her close. His own voice breaks. 'I don't know.'

* * *

><p>'Clarisse, very good.' Chiron smiles, walking along the line of archers, checking each of their progress. 'Pollux, that's not...thank you, Will, if you could help hi.'<p>

Vecchia flies over to him, landing on his flank and looking around at the campers. Cabins 3 and thirteen are also meant to be there but neither Percy nor Nico have decided to turn up. The owl sighs as her man twists to look at him, eyebrow raised. 'I couldn't find them anywhere, nor Annabeth and Grover.'

Chiron rolls his eyes slightly. Since the end of the war, the four of them have been disappearing all the time, doing Zeus knows what. 'As long as they're not killing each other, I don't want to know.'

Vecchia grins, lifting off and flying back down the line, swerving to stop Travis and Conner before they fire explosive arrows. Chiron trots the other way, grabbing Chris' arm before he looses a dud arrow. That would not have been pretty if it had hit the target. Vecchia swoops over his head and he grins, seeing her barrel towards the three returning demigods and satyr. She knocks Spettra right off Nico's shoulder and clips Ailtire with her wing. Jiliu and Ricerca instantly try to explain things but Vecchia just glares at them until the centaur trots up to them.

'So now.' Chiron smirks, looking down at them with his patented teacher gaze. 'Who would like to tell me where you've been?'

All four gulp, glancing at each other.


	20. X-Men Movies

Charles watches Ororo stomp out of his office, once again enraged about the way mutants are being treated. Rueda's eyes follow Tywydd out of the room, the cat's tail flicking from side to side. Once the african has left, she turns around, watching Charles look through the files for the next person set to join their school.

'Anything interesting?' She mutters, crawling over to rest on his lap. He threads his free hand through her fur, continuing to read through the young girl's file.

'In a way. Parents believe she can manipulate earth but she shows a particular proficiency for-'

'Metal, guessing by the tone of your voice.' Rueda looks up at him, tail brushing the hand on her back.

'Yes, metal. You don't think...?'

'Erik? Of course not. That would require him to think someone as superior as him.'

'Rueda.' Charles admonishes. 'He's our friend.'

'Besides.' She continues, ignoring him. 'Most mutations don't transfer directly.'

He nods, moving his chair from behind the desk. 'I believe we'll have lots of freshmen this year. More parents know and trust our school.'

'Or they're running out of options.'

He sighs, scratching her neck. 'That is true. Although, I wish it weren't.'

* * *

><p>Starehe scowled at the television, watching the newest decree on mutantkind being passed. The wildcat, brown fur streaked with grey, turns to face her mutant, stony faced as usual.<p>

'How can they get away with this?' She hisses. 'Why don't we stand up against them?'

'There are more humans than there are mutants.' Erik says, sitting forward in his seat and glaring more intently at the newsreader. 'Our kind won't fight if they don't think they can win.'

Starehe snarls and the TV caves in, every bit of metal compressing under her gaze. She flicks her head and the rubble flies out the window, breaking apart and decomposing as it falls. Erik raises an eyebrow.

'That's the sixth one this year. You know I can't afford to keep buying you TV's.'

She laughs, turning and jumping onto his lap. Now the harsh words are gone, she is much more relaxed. 'Just ask Charles, he'll buy you a dozen.'

'Then guilt trip me into playing chess.'

Starehe smiles, curling up. 'I wouldn't mind. I like spending time with Rueda.'

Erik smiles, scratching the back of her neck. 'I'll call him. One day won't hurt.'

Starehe grins. 'Mutants can wait one day.'

* * *

><p>Tywydd buzzes around Ororo's head, muttering about stupid men and stupid cat, wolverine and hawk dæmons. Ororo holds out a hand, stopping the bee in his tracks and pulling him down slightly. She gets him out of the children's sight before allowing him out again. Tywydd flies around their room, continuing to shout. Luckily, such a small form doesn't have such a loud voice.<p>

'Go watch the kids, Ty. Not now, Ty. This is important, Ty, shut up.'

Ororo sighs, falling backwards onto her chair. 'It was important, Ty. They were discussing which kids to move to the Team next year.'

Tywydd spirals, landing on her shoulder. 'And why couldn't we be in on that meeting? We know the kids better than anyone!'

Ororo rolls her eyes, pulling out the wad of paper Charles hadn't her as she left. 'Exactly. If you had calmed down for two seconds, you'd realise that's why we were sent out.'

Tywydd stills, looking down at the papers. Lists of students, each with names either crossed out or circled. 'Oh.'

'Exactly. Now, do you want to start? Or do still have something to complain about?'

The two of them settle down, getting on with work.

* * *

><p>Colli watches her man silently, watches him twitch and shudder in his sleep. She knows what Logan is dreaming about but also knows that waking him could be dangerous. She whines slightly when his hand grabs the pillow and the noise carries, causing his eyes to open. Colli just manages to jump off the bed and press herself to the floor before he sits up, screaming and claws coming out.<p>

The wolverine dæmon tilts her head slightly, waiting for him to confirm she can join him. He doesn't say anything, just pats the bed, and she jumps up, pressing herself against him and letting his hands grip her fur tightly until he manages to calm down. His claws are still out but he positions them so that they don't stick into her sides.

'Are you okay?'

Logan's claws slowly detract as he shakes his head. Colli moves up, so his entire body is pressed against the entire of hers. Logan pats her side before falling back into sleep, knowing that nightmares won't leave him alone for long. His dæmon nudges him gently and gets ready to leap away from him again, if need be.

Colli never really gets much sleep.

* * *

><p>Eka keeps her eyes tightly closed as Scott runs around the corner, dodging enemy attacks while the hawk presses herself to the side of his head. Scott fires off beams, using the button on the opposite side to Eka, trying to protect them when she can't.<p>

'Behind!' He shouts and Eka turns, opening one eye and letting a storm of light hit the people running at their backs. Once Scott gives her another call, she squeezes her eye shut again. Although Scott's eyes point in direction and are small in comparison to his head, Eka's are large, point in opposite directions and cause a serious amount of damage if she ever opens them. Plus, it's difficult to make glasses for a bird.

'C'mon, Eka. Just a bit further.'

Scott tries to reassure her but her normal eyes are gone. Gahum normally lets her see through his eyes but he and Jean are too busy on the other side of the building to help at the moment. Scott is going to set up the jet, so as soon as Jean is done, they can go.

Scott uses a door but Eka doesn't know if they're out. She's never felt more useless.

* * *

><p>Gahum stares at the body of the ground, slowly breaking away into a thousand pieces. He is free now, he doesn't have binds on him anymore. Jean sits on a rock, cradling her head in her hands, watching her former lover with fear and confusion. Her phoenix dæmon, fiery and shining for the first time in years, simply looks at her, shaking her head.<p>

'Oh, Jean, you can't be regretting this, can you?'

She looks up, tears streaming down her face. Gahum smiles at her, watching as the hawk next to her man finally disappears, her man only left with his head and shoulders. The phoenix flies away from her old friends, landing on Jean's shoulder and pressing against her. She shivers, despite the flames licking at her face.

'We're powerful now Jean. We can do whatever we want. No restrictions, no one to get in our way.'

'Please.' She whispers, desperately. 'Don't make me hurt anyone.'

Gahum frowns and presses his head to Jean's. She freezes, feeling him look through her thoughts and begin to pick them apart. When he is done, Jean collapses, ready to be found and Gahum is ready to take control.

Scott has completely disappeared.

* * *

><p>Sinine presses herself to Hank's side warningly as the diplomats continue to talk about mutants and their threat to society. The blue mutant looks down at his white lion dæmon, patting her head as a reassurance that he won't do anything, yet. Sinine shakes her head, smiling around at all the raven, owl and crow dæmons that stare down at her from their perches. She knows they all see her as feral, both because of her form and her man but she cannot give them that satisfaction.<p>

Hank sits down at the table, waiting for the other men to join him. Sinine sits next to him, proud and noble. 'What do you think about Conroy's idea?'

'Tagging mutants who have committed an act of terrorism?' Hank mulls it over. 'It could work as long as there is no abuse to it.'

'Like what?'

'Children.' Hank sighs. 'Specifically those who can't control their powers.'

Sinine nods, straightening slightly when the others sit down, nodding a each of their dæmons in turn. They have much to discuss, including Worthington's new "cure".

'So then.' Hank smiles, pointed teeth showing slightly. The other officials recoil slightly but Hank ignores them. 'Shall we get started?'

* * *

><p>Palitan concentrates, shifting into a beetle. The change doesn't come as easily for him as it does for his mutant but he needs to do it, despite the breathlessness it brings him. Mystique, in the form of a security officer, lightly strokes his back before moving through the building easily, no one stopping to ask where she is going. She ends up in the control room, disposing of the person already there and ready for when she is needed.<p>

Palitan jumps down, forcing himself back into his normal form. The chameleon collapses onto Mystiques lap and she laughs gently, rubbing his back softly and causing his to go through a multitude of colours. 'Feeling okay, Pal?'

He nods once, pushing himself up and watching the screens. He looks down at the man Mystique beat easily, smirking to himself. 'These people think they're better than us and look how weak they are.'

Mystique laugh as Sabertooth and Toad appear at separate doors. She clicks a few buttons, opening the way for them and sending guards in completely the wrong direction. She stands, skin shifting to its normal beautiful blue and Palitan climbing her back.

'Let's get to work.'

They both smirk.

* * *

><p>Quinulis lays flat on her belly, watching the other dæmon skate around the lake with their people. Kitty and her lizard, Teticus, glide past Bobby as he kisses Rogue's cheek, just on the edge of her scarf so not to touch her skin, and travels back to his dæmon. The penguin pushes towards him, letting him pick her up and place her upright on the bank. Professors Xavier and Monroe are on the opposite bank, bundled up and watching the students. John is sat a few feet away from them, wearing far more clothes than the average person. Bobby just smiles, wearing only a shirt and jeans.<p>

'Nice to be out in the cold, isn't it?' Quinulis smiles, falling back into the snow and wiggling around.

'Lovely.' Bobby smiles. 'Fancy a skate, Lis?'

She nods, letting him pick her up again and setting off as soon as she hits the ice. When she starts to slow down, she makes the ice move, giving her more speed and greater movement. She passes Rogue and smiles at Varastaa, laughing as he shakes his head. Bobby follows after her, just as relaxed on ice as she is.

They could get used to this.

* * *

><p>She stood in the line, looking around at all the people lined up around her. On the opposite side on the street, people, mutants, are shooting, waving sighs against the Cure. Her snake dæmon wraps around her neck, pressing against her pulse point.<p>

'Are you sure you want to do this?'

Rogue nods, eyes scanning the crowd again. Varastaa isn't sure what she's looking for but he expects she wants Bobby to turn up, so she can explain. He knows that Quinulis will understand but will still be upset. They should have told them.

'I have to do this, Rast. I want to be normal.'

He hisses slightly but doesn't argue. They have had the debate a thousand times since the Cure was announced but he has been unable to sway her in any way. He understands what she wants but that doesn't mean he thinks she is right. Storm was right, they're not I'll, they don't need a cure.

'Rogue, please, just think about-'

'Don't call me that anymore.' She interrupts, her voice pleading. She looks one last time at the protestors, shaking her head. 'Call me Marie, Rast, please. They might not need a cure, but I do.'


	21. Friends

Ross watches Rachel storm out of his apartment, again, and his knees buckle. He slumps onto the sofa, watches Kolejis out of the corner of his eyes. The lizard is crawling along the back of the sofa, huge eyes fixed on the place where Maghazium was five seconds before. Neither knows what they did, why Rachel and Hazi are so mad but they are sure, this time, sorry won't fix it.

'What do we do, Ross?' Kolejis says, resting on the arm of the sofa and finally turning to face him. 'Monica and Phoebe will side with Rachel, Chandler will side with Monica and Joey will side with Chandler. None of them will help us fix this.'

'Fix what?' He says, moving his arm so she can begin to crawl down it. 'I don't know what I've done.'

She shakes her head, slowly moving towards his face. 'Me neither but that doesn't matter. Rachel's upset so you have to apologise.'

'We have to apologise.' He mutters, sounding like a petulant child.

She raises one small leg, beating down on his arm. 'I've already apologised. I practically shouted the words at Hazi as she flew out. So now you have to.'

'I tried, Kol.' Ross stands, heading towards the window. He looks up at Chandler and Monica's apartment and sighs. He can see Rachel ranting to the others and moves away before any of them spot him. 'She slammed the door in my face and wouldn't let me say a word.'

She nudges closer, resting within the crook of his neck. 'You just stood there with your mouth open. You didn't have any words to say.'

Ross sighs, running a hand over his face. 'Fine, help me figure out some words.'

Kolejis nods, jumping onto the sofa. 'Let's get them back.'

* * *

><p>Hazi sits on the perch in their apartment, nodding to Kokkur as he and Monica run out the door. Rachel is still asleep but Hazi likes to wake up at bit earlier, watch the TV with Kokkur before the day starts. Of course, Rachel won't come out of the bedroom until Monica is gone, so no one will see her without perfect makeup or hair brushed a hundred times.<p>

'Rach!' He calls, hoping she'll hear. It's their day off but they still have things to do. 'Rachel, wake up!'

He hears a few grunts and a small bang coming from the bedroom. He shakes out his feathers, flying through the half open door and onto the bedside table. Rachel is on the floor, snoring, hair all over the place and make up from the night before slightly smudged. The swallow shakes his delicate head, smiling to himself.

'Rachel!'

His human starts, banging her head on the edge of the bed. Hazi scowls, feeling the pain through his own forehead. Rachel sits up slowly, immediately catching sight of herself in the mirror and rushing for the brush.

Hazi laughs. 'You look fine, Rach. Besides, no ones here.'

Rachel sighs, flicking through her wardrobe to find a good outfit. 'You never know Maghazium. Someone could come running through that door any minute and I look a mess.'

Her voice pitches toward the end and the swallow shakes his head. She grins as she finds the skirt and blouse combo she wanted, winking at her dæmon. Hazi laughs at her expression as she checks herself in the mirror.

'Alright, Green, let's get moving.'

'What?' She complains, turning and glaring. 'It's our day off.'

Hazi nods slightly. 'Yes but we still have three reports due Monday.'

Rachel freezes before running out of the room.

* * *

><p>Monica watches Chandler run out of the room, stopping briefly to kiss her on the cheek before speeding after Joey. Kokkur, stood on the back of the sofa, smiles at Brandari as she tries to jump on Leikari, missing spectacularly. The monkey scrambles up, leaping to Chandler's arm just as the door slams. The cat chuckles, looking up at his human with a grin. Monica moves to the kitchen, pulling out flour, sugar and butter, and turning the oven on, getting ready to bake something.<p>

'What are they up to now?'

Monica smiles, measuring some of the ingredients out and mixing them together. 'Joey is heading out to find the best cookie in all of New York. Chandler is making sure he doesn't destroy a bakery in process, apparently. Really, I think he just wants to try some cookies.'

Kokkur jumps, landing gracefully on the back of the chair next to the table. He leans over the mixing bowl, suggesting a possible flavour combination to use. Monica nods, pulling them out of the cupboards and stirring them in. 'They know they could just ask us to make them food right?'

Monica smirks, spooning the mixture onto a tray and putting it into the oven. She sits down opposite him and winks. 'Of course Chandler does. But I think Joey likes the adventure of going out and finding it for himself. The best cookie must be out there somewhere.'

She looks through the oven door, nodding her head at the food. She pulls it out, shifting them onto a plate. Kokkur smiles, crawling across the table to rest on her lap. 'So why not here?'

Monica stands, holding the plate in one hand and her dæmon in the other. She holds the cookies out, just as Chandler and Joey run in.

* * *

><p>Chandler slumps down in the coffee shop's armchair, waiting for the others to arrive. He managed to get out of work a few minutes earlier than usual so he would have to wait a while for them. Brandari rests on the back if the sofa, in case anyone tries to take their friends' spot while they wait.<p>

Chandler yawns, exhausted after all they had done. Brandari looks up from her perch. 'BIt tired.' She smirks but struggles to hold in a yawn.

He shrugs, collapsing further backwards into his chair. 'Could that have been any more stupid. Did you actually learn anything?'

The monkey shakes her head. They had gone through a training day but the managers had separated the men from their dæmons, so that each could learn different things. Chandler and the rest of the men had spent the whole day unable to listen to the speeches, because of the subtle pull to their bonds. It had been horrible.

Brandari looks up as Phoebe walks in, dumping her bag and dæmon on the sofa and heading to the counter to order drinks for the other four. The monkey jumps across to Chandler, landing on his lap and curling up there. Gitaru looks over, smiling slightly as the others walk in, accepting their drinks from Phoebe and sitting down. Brandari holds a hand out to Kokkur as he passes, his tail flicking to touch her palm.

The group sits in companionable silence, each drinking their coffee with a smile. Chandler knows everyone will have something to say about their day but will wait a few seconds to start. Brandari counts down from five on her fingers, Chandler smirking.

'My boss was so-'

'Some of my students-'

'This guy today-'

'I got the new script-'

Chandler scratches Brandari's back, smiling.

* * *

><p>Leikari watched as Joey acted on stage, pretending to talk to the owl on his shoulder that wasn't there. Dr Ramoray's dæmon will be edited in later by the visual effects department and be dubbed in but, for now, Joey has to talk to himself, hearing the owl's voice actor in his ear piece.<p>

The possum jumps over to her man as the director calls cut and the set gets cleared up for the day. Joey lifts her to his shoulders, to the place that the owl was imagined to be. She takes a bit of pleasure from that, from proving to the world that she is the actor's soul, not the owl they are used to seeing every weekday in the evening.

Joey steps out onto the sidewalk, heading back to Monica's apartment for drinks and most likely some food. Leikari isn't sure why the chef started feeding them regularly but since Ross and Emily's disastrous wedding, there seems to always be food on the table when he walks in. Enough for anyone who wants it, like Monica is just too happy to stop.

'Wonder what we'll be eating tonight?' Joey says, winking at a girl as she passes. The girl giggles and winks back.

'Dunno.' Leikari shrugs, smiling back at the girls cockatoo dæmon. 'I think Chandler said something about enchiladas. He normally seems to get it right.'

Joey nods, finally coming across the building, heading up the stairs with Leikari jumping onto the bannister to follow him up. 'I hope so. I haven't had Mexican food in ages.'

Leikari nods, finally coming to the right floor and bursting through the door. Chandler looks up, holding out a plate. He takes it easily, settling down at the table. Monica makes the best food in the whole wide world.

* * *

><p>Gitaru leaps after Klavieres, running after her as their humans kiss goodbye. The small dog turns just as he reaches her, the two of them tumbling over each other and laughing. Phoebe and Mike look up, smiling and Phoebe picks up her dæmon as Mike and his run out the door. The two of them fall onto the sofa, Phoebe tickling Gitaru and laughing herself.<p>

The cheetoh pushes her off, shaking himself off and nodding towards the guitar in the corner. Phoebe sighs as her hybrid dæmon rolls on the sofa and hits his tail against her leg. The Bengal cat and ocicat mix tilts his head as she picks up the instrument.

'Rachel will be here in ten minutes.' Gitaru reminds his lady. 'She'll want to hear the song you wrote for Ross' birthday.'

Phoebe frowns, eyes flicking to the door then back, 'I haven't written a song for Ross' birthday.'

Her dæmon smiles, tail swishing. 'I know. But Rachel doesn't.'

Phoebe freezes, clutching the guitar to herself as if that will bring some sort of inspiration. A knock on the door makes her jump and run into the toilet. Gitaru shakes his head, shouting for Rachel to come in. Hazi flies around the whole room before swirling back to land next to Gitaru's head on the sofa, perching on the arm with his head tilted. The cheetoh touches his nose to the swallow's wing before twisting and looking at Rachel.

'Phoebe will be out in a minute.'

Rachel smiles, sitting down on the armchair and taking out her phone, sending off a text. 'I don't know if she will but Monica said she'll try to make it. She really wants to hear the song though.'

Gitaru turns to the bathroom, where Phoebe is hiding. 'Yeah, so do I.'

Klavieres sits on the chair, watching the six dæmons in a dog pile in front of the television. The cheetoh, her cheetoh, is on the bottom with the cat and the swallow resting on his back. The lizard is next to the cheetoh, one claw stretching out to the swallow and the monkey is leant against the cat's side, the possum lying on her chest. Mike looks over at his dog dæmon, eyebrow raised.

'Why don't you join them?'

Klavieres shrugs, smiling. 'Gitaru's enjoying himself, I won't intrude at the moment. I'll join in at the moment.'

Mike nods, scratching behind her ear and leaning back in his seat. They are sat at the table, Phoebe and her friends perched on the sofas in front of them. Phoebe turns slightly to smile at him and he smiles back, German Shepard dæmon grinning next to him. She stands anyway, walking over to him and wrapping an arm around his shoulders.

'You two alright?'

Gitaru has pushed the covers off and is looking at Klavieres. The dog shakes her head, moving to join the pile. The other dæmons fall on her, as she's the biggest.

'Yeah.' Mike nods. 'Just watching your friends.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: About the forms, it mainly comes from first instinct and then a bit of tweaking. Different animals can suggest the same thing while the same animal can mean different things for different people. For example, Storm has a bee because she is hard working and works well in a team but a bee could also suggest a flighty or twitchy personality.**

**Any suggestions about forms for future fandoms are much appreciated. Just leave your ideas in a review and I'll credit you, of course.**


	22. Heroes

Dala sat on Peter's shoulder, the eagle frantically looking from side to side. Claude continues to hit her human but, every so open, he will take a swipe at her, to see if she can stop the broom. She flies away as the broom nears her face and Peter turns, stopping the broom in midair. Peter grins, watching Claude struggle to move it.

Aera, wrapped around Claude's neck, isn't watching the broom, or Peter but staring past him at Dala. The other dæmon raises her head, tilting it slightly.

'That's impossible.' The chameleon mutters, skin beginning to fade. 'You're an eagle.'

Dala, a wildcat on the floor, looking exactly the dæmon of the man who attacked Claire, shrugs. 'Never settled. I stay as an eagle to keep up appearances.'

She jumps, Shifting in midair and landing as a snake around Peter's wrist. He runs a finger along her scales, smiling sheepishly at Claude.

'Probably should've you told about that.'

Claude nods, eyes bugging out. 'Yes, you should. Does your brother know?'

Peter glances down at Dala, who is a spider on his palm. It's rare for her to be allowed to Shift and she's taking the chance while she can. If Peter didn't know better, he'd say Claude sounded sympathetic. Dala looks up and smiles, iguana eyes glinting. 'Of course. He insisted I stay in one form. Even picked it out for me.'

'The same as his?' Aera says.

'Of course.' Dala smiles, the magpie settling down for more beatings.

Reiss flies over Nathan's head, circling slowly. Nathan is watching the two men carefully, waiting for one of them to get distracted. The wolfdog is staring directly at him while the bat is flying wide rings around the eagle. Reiss shoots out at the bat, causing her to spiral back to her human. Nathan glances up at her, rolling his eyes.

The man with the horned rimmed glasses frowns as his phone begins to ring. Nathan and Reiss glance once at each other, the man tensing up, the dæmon reeling to spring. As HRG turns around, wolfdog trotting along beside him, Reiss dives, knocking the bat off her man's shoulder. The Haitian tries to grab at her but she flits out of reach, speeding after Nathan. Her man is running, heading straight for the barbed wire fence. HRG shouts once, the wolfdog growling and bolting after the other two.

Nathan crashes into the fence, Reiss trying to fly up and over it. The tug is too much as she has to fall back down, landing in his arms.

'That was unnecessary.'

Nathan sighs, holding Reiss closer to his chest. The eagle's claws rake against his bare skin. 'You might as well go ahead and shoot now. 'Cause I'll find you. And I will kill you.'

Dramatic, he knows but he has to keep them focused on something other than the way he is holding Reiss, the way he's bending his knees.

He springs up, flying away with a sonic boom.

Sembuh glares over Claire's shoulder as they storm out of the house. Roh glares back but Noah smacks her side and the wolfdog returns to watching the television. Sembuh's claws dig into Claire's shirt as they leave, heading out for the refinery. Normally Zach and Sofya would join them but neither of them could remember anymore.

As Claire sits down on top of the structure, the iguana steps away from her, tugging very lightly on their bond. They have spent ages experimenting with it and Sembuh knew he could go further than most dæmons. 'Hey, Claire? What happens to me?'

The blonde doesn't even look up, staring at the ground. 'I don't know. I'm never awake for it but when I come to, you're always there.'

The lizard nods, jumping back towards her and curling up at her side. 'But I've got to go somewhere, that mortician thought we were dead.'

Claire shivers, thinking about waking up in the morgue. Sembuh had been with her but she realises what he does. She died and when people die their dæmon fade. She pulls him into her lap, holding him close. 'It doesn't matter. I always wake up and you're always there. What happens when we sleep doesn't matter.'

He turns in her arms, looking up at her. 'What happens when we never wake up.'

Claire says nothing, holding him closer and looking down at the ground far below her. The indestructible girl sat with her dæmon in silence, sighing to herself.

Halacala watches the clock intently as her mother-dæmon drones on about the importance of the company, family reputation, etc.. Secundus, prim and proper as ever, glares at her under the table, pressing his lithe javanese cat body against Kimoko's leg and turning to face their father. Kaito's own demon quietens to allow her human to continue, her bobtail cat whiskers twitching slightly.

Hiro nudges his dæmon with his foot, staring at his father with the slightest trace of fear. The pomeranian dog looks up at him with wide eyes but he just shakes his head ever so slightly. Halacala huffs, slumping down on the floor. Secundus looks scandalised but Primi hasn't said anything so there isn't anything the younger cat can do against his dæmon-sister.

The dog rolls about of the floor, keeping an eye on the clock as the meeting-slash-dinner continues. Kaito is insisting Hiro take a job at the company, so he can learn the importance of the work they do and blah blah blah. Halacala begins playing with her man's leg, Hiro struggling to keep a straight face.

'Would you stop it.' Secundus hisses, leanings forward.

'Secundus!' Primi snarls, sitting up and glaring at the smaller cat. The smaller cat looks between the two female dæmons, face contorting, before storming off, Kimiko following with rushed apologises.

Kaito looks at Hiro, shaking his head slightly. Halacala looks away from the clock, finally, missing the second hand stop for a five seconds.

Hiro just shrugs.

Matt turns slightly, watching the woman walk past him. He glances down at Fikir, whose ears tilt slightly at her thoughts. The telepath laughs weakly, patting his dæmon on the side and moving on. They've been asked to watch the parade in case anything goes wrong but have been able to stop everything from their seat by the donut stand.

_I'm gonna do it...I'll blow them to-_

Matt sighs, sending a thought at the man to make him fall unconscious. His Doberman dæmon shakes her head, once again annoyed about how they are losing their ability. Matt knows Molly would be equally upset but, as long as it stops people getting hurt, he's fine with it.

'It's for the best, Fi.'

Fikir shakes her head, growling at a dæmon whose human drops some litter. 'It's wrong Matt. We're controlling people, making them do things they don't want to do!'

'Which is good when what they want to do is bad!'

Fikir snarled, biting down just next to Matt's fingers. Her human flinched, pulling his hand away and glaring. 'You're acting unprofessional.' He hissed under his breath,

'Well your acting un-human.'

'That's not even a word!'

The two continued to eye each other angrily, both tilting their head up slightly. Matt turned to watch the parade and Fikir childishly pointed her head the other way. Neither would let up before the others.

Have to find Hiro...have to help...

They glanced at each other, sighing.

Here they go again.

Rakta tries to look at the microscope before Mohinder moves away to look at some other experiment. The lizard scowls as her shoulder-top perch swings around, almost dislodging her and forcing her to dig her claws in. She's not sure her human notices, or would if she had fallen.

'Mohinder...' She whined but he shook his head, picking up a beaker and swirling the chemicals around.

'Don't say anything Rak. I need to make sure these don't overheat.'

Rakta sighs, crawling off his arm to reach the table. She has to jump at the end, barely reaching the desk before he runs off again. She settles down, watching him rush about, checking a dozen experiments without looking at her. Ever since they heard about the evolved humans, he had been trying to figure out how it worked. She had gotten bored after the first week.

'Done yet?' She drawls, looking at her non-speaking counterpart in the cage.

Mohinder rolls his eyes at her, once again looking through the microscope. 'I have to figure this out. My father died for this, we owe it to him.'

Rakta would smack him if he was near enough. She had always hated the owl dæmon that stared down at her, condescendingly. 'No we don't. We owe nothing.'

Mohinder turns violently, glaring with a venom she didn't know he possessed. 'Don't say that. Ever.'

They glare at each other, neither willing to budge before the other.

Then there's a knock at the door.

Roh watches Claire and Sembuh leave the house, trying to follow them. Bennet grabs hold of her scruff, pulling her back to the sofa as Sandra and Lyle leave too, both stopping briefly to say goodbye. They both think he has the day off today, some lie about the stock not arriving, when really the Company doesn't trust him in the same building as Gabriel Gray. He doesn't really blame them.

'They shouldn't be going out. Someone could get them.' Roh mutters, pressed against his side. The wolfdog is finding it harder to let her family go, all instincts telling her to keep them close and protect them from the world.

Bennet shakes his head, gripping hold of her fur again. 'They'll be fine. The police have promised to keep an eye on them, you know that.'

'The police? How are they supposed to...'

'You also know there are Company agents with them. Stop acting like a child.'

He frowns when she buries her face in her paws, rather than snap at him like she normally would. His dæmon was supposed to be fierce, they wouldn't survive in their job if she wasn't.

'I just hate this Noah.' She whines, making him quite happy no one else is around. 'How are we supposed to protect them?'

'I don't know.' Bennet mutters, her emotions finally affecting him and breaking through his stony mask. 'I sorry, Roh, but I just don't know.'

They hug each other close, too scared to cry aloud.

The wildcat's tail swings lazily from side to side as she watches the woman and her sparrow dæmon run across the courtyard, shouting for a taxi. Her human's eyes follow them with just as much disinterest. They don't need to act straight away, they just need to know where she is, how easy it will be to get to her.

'Metalkinesis?' Foame says, glancing once again at her man's list. 'Do we really need it, considering we already are telekinetic.'

Sylar briefly looks around, checking no one is listening. 'Its always good to get new ones. Besides, we don't know how it's different until we've looked.'

The dæmon nods her head, accepting his explanation. Their little search for new abilities became harder every day, as his name was repeated more and more on the news, and people began to take more regards to their safety. It made barely any difference; being able to move the security systems with their minds meant they were impossible to keep out entirely.

'Shall we go get ready?' Sylar says, offering his arm for her to latch onto. When they are alone, she likes to levitate herself around the room but that cannot be done in public. 'We can be out of the city by tomorrow.'

Foame smiles, thinking of the new abilities she will get that evening and at their next destination. 'Then we're going to Odessa, right?'

'Yes.' Sylar smirks, his own eyes flashing with glee. 'Then we go and get the Cheerleader.'


	23. How to Train Your Dragon

Udana tugged on the rope keeping her attached to Toothless' tail, making sure she was safe before giving Hiccup the okay for their new manoeuvre. Her man, still a boy in many ways, nods from the dragon's neck, speaking a command and wrapping his hand in the straps. Toothless raises himself up, heading along the slightest of inclines to reach the maximum height.

Then they plummet.

Hiccup screams and Udana yells, both of them struggling to hold on as they turn completely vertical, Toothless beginning to spiral and make it even harder to stay on. Udana shouts at the dragon and they careen out of the dive, levelling out with a flourish.

'Great moves there, bud.' Toothless preens at Hiccup's praise, tongue lolling out.

'Yeah, fantastic.' The monkey dæmon scowls, holding tight to the rope as she dangles freely. Toothless' head appears in her vision, tilting at her in what must an awkward angle. 'Come on, bud, get me up.'

Hiccup leans back, pulling on the rope to bring her up to his lap. She holds onto his jerkin, allowing him to control the flight for a while. Udana is content to just watch the sunset over his shoulder, feel Toothless glide effortlessly beneath them.

'We should be getting back.' She mutters, watching the sky turn orange, then red, then purple.

Hiccup looks at the darkening sky and nods. 'I suppose. One more trick first?'

Udana smiles. Sometimes, she wonders how she ever Settled at all. 'Of course.'

Toothless roars.

* * *

><p>Voriyarus scowls at Udana as everyone crowds her and Hiccup. The monkey blushes, pressing herself to Hiccup and burying her face in his neck.<p>

'Come on, Yarus.' Astrid mutters, glaring at the chief's son. 'Let's go practice.'

Yarus jumps off her shoulder, flying in a wide arc around the other teenagers. Normally, this would gain the hawk stares and awed looks but the others are too busy cooing over the monkey. Oh, how Yarus would love to dig his claws into her stupid face.

They make it to the ring quickly, snarling at another viking walking the other way. The woman take one glance at their faces before scurrying off, probably to tell Gobber or one of the elders.

Yarus wants to release a dragon and beat it, to show they are still the best but Astrid knows that would only get them in trouble. Instead, they set up some targets, Astrid throwing axes and Yarus clawing at them until they are completely broke. One of the dragons roars from its cage but the hawk flies at it, shutting it up.

They practice with dummies and knives, destroying the dolls with satisfied grins. Gobber stops by briefly but merely adjust the targets and leaves again, probably to see Hiccup.

'Still the best.' Voriyarus smiles, resting on Astrid's shoulder.

She smirks, throwing her final knife and watching it land right it the bulls eyes. Yarus caws in unmasked delight.. 'Of course. Like that weakling could know more than us about dragons.'

* * *

><p>Stoick pats Skullcrusher's head before heading towards Berk's main hall. Although he preferred to talk to his people from Gobber's shop, it was much easier if he could sit at a table and make notes about the really important issues. Some things just couldn't be dealt with in a blacksmith's.<p>

'Speed up a bit, Stoick.' Visala says, trotting along beside him. The wolf nods at other dæmons as she passes them, stopping every so often to show them a sign of affection. 'We're going to be late.'

The chieftain smiles, grasping arms with a fellow warrior as they near the hall. 'The meeting won't start with us, so we can't actually be late.'

Visala shakes her head, entertained by Stoick's antics as always. 'Fair point. Have you got everything sorted from the last meeting?'

Stoick nods, going through the tasks he had been given in his head. He had fixed the Jorgenson's roof, helped Hiccup find baby dragons for the younger members of the village and had even managed to create saddles for half the population. 'All about.'

Visala raises an eyebrow. 'What about the next chief? Have you sorted that out?'

Stoick glares down at her and she bares her teeth in a challenge. They have had many arguments above this since Hiccup's coming of age. Each time, they have ended up on opposite sides of the room, refusing to speak to the other.

'No.' Stoick scowls, pulling on her ear as they enter the hall. 'But I will.'

* * *

><p>Meghas jumps from wing to wing, laughing as each dragon moves to catch him. His human runs across scales below him, getting further away from him than he ever thought possible. But, the lynx must admit, it is easier to ride a dragon if you don't have to worry about pulling on a bond. Plus, flying means he doesn't have to think of Visala and Udana.<p>

Valka jumps down beside him and he smiles at her, tail stretching out to brush her hand. 'We should go back soon.'

She nods, waving her staff in the air and causing all the dragons to turn in one great arc, each heading back to their nest. Meghas doesn't think there could be a more beautiful sight but Valka sighs as they fly. 'Do you ever miss her?'

Meghas stills, half collapsing on Cloudjumper's head. 'Who? Udana or Visala?'

She freezes slightly, evidently having remembered the second man in her life. 'Udana. Do you miss being a father?'

Meghas' reply is cut off as they fly into the nest, a dozen baby dragons rushing forward to pluck him away. He laughs as he is carried off to see what the babies had gotten up to today, while Valka visits the Alpha and injured dragons. One baby breathes a bit of fire for him and he cheers, congratulating the child and gaining a huge smile.

Later, when he finally sees Valka again, he gets to answer her question with a sad smile. 'Every single day.'

* * *

><p>'Hand me a hammer, Kama.'<p>

There is a small shuffling in the back of the room but Gobber's dæmon doesn't seem to be listening.

'Kama!' He says, a little louder but not loud enough to wake Hiccup who has fallen asleep at his work desk. The six year old has been left in Gobber's care for the day and managed to wear himself out. 'Hammer please!'

'Alright, alright.' The badger snarls, walking out and pushing the desired object in front of her. 'Keep your hand on.'

Gobber glares, moving the prosthetic experimentally. He has only had it a few months and it was still difficult to use. At least Hiccup and the other children think it's cool. 'I need to get this armour sorted before nightfall. If a dragon attacks-'

'-then we'll all perish, as usual.' Kama says, rolling her eyes and beginning to work the bellows. 'Everyone has armour, it'll be fine.'

'Not everyone.' Gobber points out, as Udana falls onto the floor. Hiccup barely stirs. 'Spitelout managed to get all his burnt so he needs new stuff.'

Kama shakes her head, picking Udana in her mouth and settling her back on the table. They both know the young dæmon will fall again.

'Spitelout can make his own armour next time. Gods know he breaks enough of it.'

Gobber pats her head and sits down at the anvil, hammer ready. Kama limps towards him, settling down and keeping an eye on the children.

Life is good for the blacksmiths.

* * *

><p>Eret, son of Eret, leans over the dragon trap, checking the springs and the wiring. He frowns slightly, pulling out some tools and setting about to change the gearing. They need it to work a certain way, or else their new employers wouldn't be happy. Trepa crawls over his shoulder, getting a close look as he pulls on a lever and sees what happens.<p>

Nothing.

'Ha.' Trepa grins, turning to shout to the Viking behind them. 'Another one down.'

'Thanks Trepa.' Voriyarus yells back. 'We're heading back now, need a lift?'

Eret shakes his head. 'There's a load of traps left. We'll stay and sort them out, just send someone to get us before nightfall.'

Astrid nods, flying away with both their dragons. Eret still isn't quite used to calling a dragon 'his' but Skullcrusher seems to like him.

'Have we done the one behind the waterfall yet?'

The gecko on his shoulder nods. 'We did that one three days ago. I think we just have the underwater ones left.'

Trepa's regretting not taking up Voriyarus' offer. It would be nicer to do the underwater ones when the sun was still high in the sky, not just beginning to droop. It won't be dark for hours but until then, they have nothing to do and no way home.

'I think we should just check the forest, one last time.' Eret says, standing.

Trepa nods, curling up around his neck. If he's happy, helpin all these dragons, then so is she.

* * *

><p>Drago yells at his Alpha, an unintelligible roar that sends his soldiers running, scrambling over each other to get away. The Bewilderbeast nods, turning away from its master to call upon the dragons. Drago wants them attacking as many tiny isles as they can, to strike fear into the hearts of many and to make his conquering far easier.<p>

'Having fun?'

Yuddha's voice is very different to his, smooth and light where his is rough and strong. The viper prefers to use her fangs more than her tongue, knowing that venom is more powerful than words.

'Almost.'

They both turn as dragons burst from the ice, heading off in a hundred directions. They will return, they are unable not to, and the sight of fire spreading in all directions is truly one to behold.

'Now I am.'

Yuddha smirks, one long fang sticking out of her mouth as she slivers down his arm towards the floor. They are stretched and she has no qualms about touching humans so threading her workers is easy. The weaklings just need to see the snake to be afraid.

'Have fun hunting.' Drago mutters as she reaches the ground, heading off to greet the drain trappers. He half hopes they haven't brought anything, wanting to hurt someone again, wanting his dæmon to hurt someone.

'Oh, I always do.'

The two turn away from each other, one facing the sky, the other the ground, identical expressions of malice and spite lining their human and serpentine faces.

* * *

><p>Dragons don't have dæmons.<p>

That isn't to say that dragons don't have souls. All dragons have a soul, some say it is found in the fire they breathe, in the air that catches their wings but most would say it is just caught inside them, like most animals. It is with that soul that an Alpha can control a dragon.

Toothless doesn't have a dæmon. The Night Fury has wondered, in the past, what it would be like to have his own monkey, hawk or whatever, keeping him company at all times, a true reflection of his personality.

But dragons don't have dæmons.

Udana scratches his back a lot and Toothless realises that he touches the monkey as much as he does her human. That makes him wonder, for a bit, if he really has a soul, because humans can't touch dæmons. But Hiccup tells him a hundred times that Dragon's are different, dragons are cooler, even if their souls are on the inside.

Toothless doesn't have a dæmon but Udana likes to pretend to be his. Hiccup joins in sometimes, both of them attaching themselves to him to symbolise the unbreakable bond. Then he flies them across the countryside, laughing as he tries to dislodge them. Man and monkey laugh to, clinging to scales as if it's the best game they've ever played. Toothless thinks that just playing with them is the best.

Dragons don't have dæmons, but Toothless has Hiccup and Udana and that's good enough for him.

* * *

><p>AN: See, I answer requests :) however, if you request a tv series or book that I haven't read/watched, I will probably take a while to post a chapter based on it.


	24. Pirates of the Caribbean

Nahodha flies across the Pearl, checking that each person is doing their job and their dæmons aren't getting in the way. She dives towards Abi, screeching as the frog almost jumps under Pintel's food. Gibbs's dæmon shouts back at her but moves anyway, scowling.

The falcon twirls, heading back down the ship and towards her human. Jack raises his hat to her and she rests on the stern, watching the sea move beneath her. Jack shouts for someone to take the helm, swaggering back to stand next to his dæmon.

'Everything in order?' He says, watching the crew go about their business.

'Abi was in the way but it wasn't a problem.'

Jack turns, leaning his forearms on the side. 'We're coming up to Egrin Island.'

Nahodha's head cocks. 'Is that important?'

He watches her out of the corner of his eye. 'They eat people's dæmons. Stay close, savvy?'

'Savvy.' She mocks, taking flight again. Jack watches her go, taking the helm back and steering slightly away from Egrin Island. He smiles as his dæmon flies over the seas, feeling the wind and water in feathers that aren't his.

Jack smiles and Nahodha caws. It's a pirate's life for them.

* * *

><p>Haramia jumps over the masts of her new ship, checking everything was in order. The wildcat could run further from Will than she ever had now, checking one end of the ship while he manned the other. They were currently sailing underwater, ready to surface and rejoin the fight. Before they can, Haramia means to make sure the ship is completely ready.<p>

'Everything looking alright, Captain?'

Two magpie dæmons have flown up to meet her, their humans manoeuvring through the gallows below. The dæmons of this ship don't need to be next to their men, don't have to be even close. Dæmon and human have already been separated once, brought back by the Captain. Haramia looks up, nodding.

'It's all good. Make sure everyone returns to their original posts and gets ready for surfacing.'

The two dæmons nod, flying back down to their men. Haramia leaps off the mast, catching one paw on the sail to slow her descent. She prowls over to Will, jumping up to drape around his shoulders.

'Shall we?' He smiles.

'Of course.' She grins back. 'Lets show them a real fight.'

The Flying Dutchman emerges from the sea, it's new Captain and his dæmon ready.

* * *

><p>Alarch rests on Elizabeth's shoulder, looking down at the pirates leering at him. Their dæmon roar and squawk and make every other noise under the sun but the beetle just looks down at them, happy for once about the lessons her mother dæmon gave him about dealing with pheasants. Although Marda had said they weren't to be used for the people of Port Royal, they were still useful in times like this.<p>

Ponuma leans forward from Barbossa's shoulder, nose almost touching the beetle. 'Scared, Miss Turner?'

Elizabeth turns, meaning the monkey has to scramble backward to avoid being touched. 'Scared? What of?'

Alarch chirps slightly, crawling to the top of Elizabeth's head. Barbossa scowls, taking Ponuma away and facing the pirates.

'What's the plan, Lizzie?' Alarch mutters. 'They want Miss Turner.'

'I never said I was who they think I am.' Elizabeth whispers back. 'One surname doesn't mean we are the right person.'

Alarch groans, knowing Elizabeth will take small things like that to the biggest extent possible. That sort of thinking has got them in trouble before. 'Do you really think they'll accept that?'

'No.' Elizabeth squares her shoulders and Barbossa steps towards her, Alarch glaring at the pirate.

* * *

><p>Ponuna smiles at Jack from her perch on Hector's shoulder. Barbossa offers a treat to the non-speaking monkey before scratching his simian dæmon behind the ear. Moonlight seeps through the curtains, turning all three into skeletal monsters. Barbossa pushes Jack with one bony finger, telling him to go annoy the cabin boys. The monkey shrieks, running through the moonbeams to get to the door. Ponuna smiles after him, the fur growing on her face as the moon goes behind a cloud.<p>

'What do you think about the voyage we have planned?' Barbossa drags his knife along the map.

Ponuna smiles. The route will lead them strait past Tortuga and Sparrow's island. They both know he isn't there anymore but the crew will love to jeer at the beach where they stranded him, laugh at the idea of their once Captain shrivelling to nothing on the island.

'I love it.' The monkey finally says, jumping down to poke at the nap herself. Her eyes trail down the map, towards another place,one they have heard the calling for.

'Let stop at Port Royal. Have a bit of fun.'

Barbossa laughs, gathering his dæmon up and walking outside. Both grin madly.

* * *

><p>Jones looks out over his crew, watching them run about to get the ship working. Their dæmons are locked away below deck, to make them work harder, while Jones' is swimming beneath the ship, ready to come up at a moment's notice.<p>

'Lost in thought, Davy?'

The Captain turns, raising an eyebrow at his dæmon, shaking the water off her skin. Armari gestures to the shipmen around her, shooing them away before they can offer her anything.

'Just checking up on the crew.' He smirks, tentacles bristling. Armari waves her own, scuttling forward to see him.

She first settled as a octopus but, like all men and dæmons on the ship, soon became more integrated with the see. Most would still see her as an octopus but, underneath her tentacles, there are crabs feet for scuttling, piranha's teeth for biting and a whale hide, to protect her.

'How's beastie?'

Jones grins, picking her up to rest on the helm. The Kraken, as much a part of his soul as Armari is, had been let out on an island, to get all those who thought they could run from him.

'Great.' Jones smirks, looking over his crew. 'Ready for another feast.'

* * *

><p>Tia Dalma smiles as the waves pass over her dæmon's face. The mortal men still believe her shark-soul is with her, is in the bucket of water they brought for him. Even if she is trapped in mortal form, her dæmon is still free to move magic, to return to the sea and swim away from her.<p>

'Calypso.'

She turns, eye wide but realises she is not bearing through her ears. Mar is circling back to her and, within seconds, he has burst back into the room, straight into his bucket.

'Armari.' He mutters, seeing her confusion. 'I saw Armari.'

A wistful look passes over her face before contorting into rage. The man had loved her, and she him, but that had crumbled easily, and he had forgotten her. Now she is trapped in a mortal cage and he won't come.

'Forget her.' She hisses, placing a hand on Mar's head. He nods, though looks like he want to say something.

'It won't be long.' He smirks. 'They will release us and then we can return to our love.'

Tia Dalma smiles, stroking his skin as noise echoes throughout the ship.

'Or maybe our love will return to us.'

* * *

><p>Lord Cutler Beckett, Governor of the East India Trading Company looked down the map, finding the islands he knew pirates liked to frequent. He will have to burn each one to ash, if he were to truly be Commander of the Seas. No man can command while piracy still reigns, his father alway taught him.<p>

'Found them all yet?'

Beckett gestures his Doberman dæmon forward, allowing her to see the marking he had made. Normally, Sinjora will stand guard, waiting behind the door to catch any intruders unawares. They didn't get to the position they did without making any enemies.

Sinjora turns to face the door again before replying. 'Send Jones after the bigger ones. Make a statement.'

Beckett resists rolling his eyes. Such an action was beneath him. 'Jones can't go on land, especially since we got rid of his pet. How is he supposed to make a statement?'

Sinjora grins wickedly. 'He still has a crew doesn't he. They can his dirty work while he does ours.'

Beckett nods, a similar smile decorating his face for a second. Then his expression neutralises and he pushes her slightly towards the door. 'Can't be caught out, can we?'

Sinjora bows.

* * *

><p>A dog dæmon can mean two things; hardworking or loyal. No one would question that Commodore James Norrington possessed these qualities, except, perhaps, the man himself.<p>

'You're going to get us caught.' Norrington hisses, glaring at his dæmon as she shifted from one foot to the other.

'No one's around to hear us.' Perdis whines, her chocolate ears drooping slightly. 'I'm just worried.'

He sighed, patting the labrador's side and looking from side to side. As far he can tell, everything is still going fine, as the sailors begin to climb over the ropes. Elizabeth watches them go, Alarch buzzing around her head. He needn't worry, Perdis had checked the ropes and the security a dozen times. Of course, she is hard working to a tee.

Perdis turns and snarls as one of Jones' soldiers starts walking up the stairs, confused and talking far to loudly. Norrington moves to meet him, trying to stop what he knows is about t happen. Beckett would question his loyalty, tell him he is an insult to his dæmon's form.

Perdis presses against his side as he cuts the rope to drop Elizabeth. He is loyal, more than anyone, just not to Culter Beckett.

* * *

><p>Kunula looks at the prisoner, all trying to reach for her, as she holds the keys in her mouth. The dog shakes her head, turning away from them and trotting down the corridor. She needs to find the right prisoner before the night is up. No one ever notices when the prisoners go missing, just like no one ever notices that she's a dæmon.<p>

The dæmon moves past one of the guards, brushing against his leg to keep up the act. The voodoo that has been worked on her and her man meant that she wasn't pained by it, neither was he. It did make their life easier, allowing her to run away from him and sneak onto other ships, make them believe she was just a mutt washed up.

It was really to trick people really.

Kunula comes to the cell she was aiming, watching the prisoner with a smile. He is looking through a big book, old and wrinkled and she has to snarl to get his notice, dropping the keys.

'Hello dear.' Captain Edward Teague says, smirking at his dæmon and putting down the Pirate Codex. 'Come to set me free?'

Kunula laughs, throwing him the keys.

* * *

><p>Joshamee Gibbs jumps awake, scrambling away from the corner and slipping over the mud and dung. Realising he has managed to end up in the pig pens again, he sighs, flopping back down and hearing the mud squelch under his legs. His entire face drops, glaring up at the heavens as if they are completely at fault.<p>

Probably are.

'Still complaining?' Abi yawns, crawling out of his pocket. The frog seems to think it's comfortable in there but Gibbs has never understood her love for cramped spaces.

'How can I be still complaining? I've only just woken up.'

The frog shrugs, hopping onto his lap and letting him brush off the dirt. 'You were complaining last night, I figure you were just carrying on.'

'Last night?' Gibbs frowns. He doesn't remember any of last night.

'Yeah, when Jack lost the card game and managed to get us in a fight. Ya couldn't stop whining, even when you were throwing punches.'

Gibbs rubs his forehead, trying to bring the memories back. A shout raises his head and he watches Jack run across the dock, screaming excuses behind him and fleeing from the many soldiers, women and drunkards following him.

Bloody pirates.


	25. Frozen

Lumi looks around as the ice palace rises from the ground, her face breaking out into a grin and staying the way. They have created this, the small arctic fox and her beautiful snow queen. Lumi bounces through the rooms, watching the magic come to life as Elsa runs after her, both of them laughing and cheering each time something emerges from the ice. They finally collapse in the original room, Elsa lying so she can face her glorious chandelier, Lumi resting stretched out on her stomach. Unlike with Elsa's normal, regal dresses, Lumi's nails can dig into this one, because Elsa will just reform it out of snow. Lumi has never felt more happy.

'We need to put more things in, if we're going to live here.' She mutters, ears twitching slightly.

Elsa's face shows no worry or despair at being alone, at having to look after herself from now on. She just seems happy, for the first time in a long time, content to stay in her palace in the mountains, to leave Arendelle to Anna and her new love from the Southern Isles. 'A kitchen, I suppose, although I don't know how we'll make it functional.'

'And a living room, for Anna to visit sometime.' Lumi smiles, thinking of Tugev back home. No, not home anymore. 'We could make settees out of snow and a carpet of frost.'

'Curtains of thin of ice. A bedroom like the igloos we made when we were small, surrounded by snow on every side. We can make some more chandeliers and decorations out of ice and place them around.'

Elsa sits up, cradling her dæmon to her stomach. She lets the hare down as she stands, the to of them walking through the main room to the balcony. Elsa leans against the railing while Lumi pokes her head through the bars, conjuring up a small line of ice to keep her from falling.

'This is it.' Elsa mutters, her lips pulled back into a full smile, the first Lumi has seen in years. 'This is our life from now on.'

Lumi looks out at the sunset, head tilted at the light bouncing off the snow capped mountains. She rubs against Elsa's leg, feeling rather than hearing her girl's sigh of relaxation. They will definitely be happy here, for as long as they need to be.

Then the doors downstairs open wide.

* * *

><p>'Princess Anna?'<p>

Tugev yawns, tiny legs stretching out in all directions. In the back of his mind, he recognises the voice but he is far too tired to wake up and register it. The Jack Russell terrier kick out, hitting Anna's shoulder and forcing her to reply to whoever is at the door.

'...Huh? Yeah?'

Tugev smiles into the mattress at her reaction. Well done girl, very regal. Anna's elbow goes out, catching him in the ribs and cutting his smile.

'Sorry to wake you, ma'am but-'

'No, no.' Anna's dæmon mutters, turning over to snuggle up to her side. 'We've been up for hours.'

Tugev fades back to sleep, grumbling awake again when Anna speaks. 'Who is it?'

'Still me ma'am.' It's Kai, he's certain of that now. Although why she's decided to wake them up so early, he doesn't know. 'Time to get ready.'

'Ready for what?' He almost moans.

'Your sister's coronation.'

'My sister's cor-neration...' Both of them shoot up, eyes wide and mouths open in huge grins.

They both shout together. 'It's coronation day!'

Anna is ready within minutes, rushing to get her clothes on in time. Tugev stays still long enough for Kai's beagle dæmon to smooth out his fur, then he is rushing around Anna's ankles, getting scowls from Kai every time she has to move out of the way. As soon as the last pin is in place, they are running out the door, laughing as they sprint through the halls. They have to check everything will be ready for the ceremony, that is their official purpose but, really, they are just waiting for the gates to open, to be allowed outside and to talk to people.

'What if we meet him?' Anna says, as they are 'inspecting' the food for tonight, by eating through most of it. 'Our true love?'

Tugev squirms slightly in excitement just thinking about it. If he's going to meet someone, it'll be today and he knows it. Tomorrow the gates will close again and he won't get another chance. 'We will, we have to. Then we'll get married and have beautiful children and live happily ever after.'

The two of them sigh, slumping against each other. Tonight is going to be perfect, they will leave the castle behind, meet the boy of their dreams and get to know their sister better.

Nothing can go wrong tonight.

* * *

><p>Kristoff leant against the rocks, watching Anna introduce Elsa to her future in-laws. All the trolls are interested in Kristoff's new bride and her magical sister. Tugev is tugging on Lumi's tail, desperately dragging her over to Grand Pabby who welcomes the arctic hare with a wide, fatherly smile.<p>

'Lost in thought?'

Kristoff looks up, seeing Sven grinning above him. The reindeer tilts his head, nodding back towards the women and the ice herder shrugs.

'Just thinking about Anna. I'm just glad everything worked out.'

'Sound like lost in thought to me.' Sven leans forward, his antlers butting against Kristoff's forehead and the voice getting louder. 'Although it is a nice thought to be lost in.'

'Shut up, Jää.' Kristoff smirks, flicking his hand out at the antlers and making the robin on them jump, laughing. She flutters her wings, dodging around Sven to get to Kristoff's shoulder as the reindeer bounds off again. Kristoff nudges his cheek against her wing, making her shake as some of the younger rock trolls rush over to them.

'Kristoff?' The tallest one asks, blushing. Her dæmon is made of leaves and twigs, tucked under her elbow. 'Will we be able to come to your wedding?'

He grins, glancing up at Anna, who appears to be telling Elsa and Grand Pabby the story of how they first met. She smiles at him when she catches him looking and he returns his gaze to his 'siblings'.

'Of course you will.' Jää trills. 'I need flower girls and ushers don't I?'

This makes them descend into giggles, falling over each other in an attempt to get away.

'We're getting married Jää, how weird is that?'

Tugev jumps past them with Lumi, causing Jää to huddle close to her man. The terrier turns as he runs, smiling at the robin and barking. Lumi twists slightly too, her nose twitching once before she is in Elsa's arms, both sisters holding their dæmons closely. Jää presses her feathers against Kristoff's neck, humming contentedly.

'Not weird, I think.' She says, feeling him grin with her. 'Not weird at all.'

* * *

><p>'That was cruel.'<p>

Hans looks down at his dæmon, watching her fret about and glance at the door they just came through. The siamese cat is twitching from foot to foot, clearly panicking. Hans leans against the wall, sliding down until his knees are tucked up to his chest and Vihkan is draped over his feet. His fingers run over her tail and they sigh in unison, thinking about what they have done and are about to do.

'It worked, didn't it?' Hans says, grateful that the whole castle will be giving him time alone to grieve. At least, they think he's grieving. 'Besides, the ice will spread quickly. She won't suffer long.'

Vihkan whines as if she in pain, clawing at his trousers. He picks her up slowly, cradling her in his arms and getting to his feet. She shifts slightly, looking down the corridor. 'Where are we going?'

Hans frowns to himself. He did what he had to do, he knows that and she knows that but Vihkan was always more emotional than he was. He just knows what they have to do and is far more willing than his dæmon to actually go through with it. The poor cat actually bonded with Tugev in the short time they were together. Hans had had to drag her out of the room when they left and she is still continuing to complain.

'We're going to find Elsa. We said we would do it and we can't stop now.' He runs a hand over her head as she makes herself more comfortable in his arms. 'We can't rule Arendelle if the Queen still lives, you know that.'

Vihkan nods, resigning herself to their plan. 'Let's get it over with then.'

The cell door has already began to frost over as Hans opens it, sword in hand. Seeing the hole in the wall, he sets his jaw, letting Vihkan down to the floor. He nods to the guards and they run, heading for the frozen lake.

'We will rule, Vihkan. I promise you.'

He ignores her frown and his own sadness.

* * *

><p>Duke Aleksander Gottfried Claus Lukas Mikaelson III of Weselton scowls as the princess of Arendelle- soon to be queen- stands in front of the whole crowd, being blessed by the priest and crowned for the whole world to see. Well, at least it's dignitaries.<p>

'She looks scared.' Belette mutters, scrambling up the Duke's arm to get a better look. 'Easily to manipulate.'

The Duke shrugs the arm that the rat isn't resting on. 'Simple enough stuff. Point out the worries of being a queen, all the problems her country will be facing-'

'Then offer Weselton's help once she realises how much help she needs. We'll be the wonderful friend in her time of need.' Belette smirks, looking at the arctic hare pressed to the queen's side. 'Trade can start up again in a few months.'

The Duke's face splits into the same expression, standing with the rest of the crowd as Queen Elsa walks out of the hall. He bows politely as she passes, Belette balancing on his back as he shoulders lower.

'Forget months. If we talk to her quick enough, we can be trading in a few weeks.'

The Duke grins. This girl will be easy to manipulate.

* * *

><p>King Agdar of Arendelle and his Queen, the Lady Idun, read through the great book Gerda had found in the back of the library. Elsa is still hauled up in her room and if the royals listen closely, they can hear Anna trying to convince her to come out. Maxia is flying from chair to chair, worrying herself thin, a few feathers on her chest already beginning to fall off. Glauben rests beside Idun, staring at the words over her shoulder, hooves clicking on the floor nervously.<p>

'Calm down.' Agdar says, looking up at his dæmon as the falcon flies over his head. 'Please.'

Maxia flies down, landing briefly on Glauben's back before settling on her man's shoulder. Idun runs a hand over the horse's hair, sighing as they turn another page.

'I can't find anything. She says, slamming the book closed and burying her face in her hands.

Agdar pulls his fingers out of the way, watching his wife with a frown. Maxia stares also, not sure how to comfort the other dæmon. 'You take Idun to bed.' Se whispers to her man. 'I'll look after Glauben.'

The King nods, wrapping his arms around his wife and carrying her off. Glauben makes to follow but the falcon lands on her back, stilling her. The bedroom is just across the hall, so they can stay apart from their people.

'Are you okay?' Glauben mutters, shaking out his mane and turning his head to stare at Maxia.

'I'm not sure.' The falcon sighs, head bowing. 'I'm just worried about Lumi.'

They fall silent for a moment, staring at the book that supposed knew everything there was about magic.

'What are we going to do, Glau?' Maxia croons, thinking about her poor daughter.

'I don't know.' Glauben says. 'I just don't know.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So at 25 chapters and 50k words this is now twice the length of any other story I have written. I want to say thank you to the people who have reviewed this story: Sablestar Braveheart, SniperKingSogeking0341 and my anon reviewer. A special thank you has to go to Ophelia Lokisdottir for being my first reviewer and supporting me since this story started.**

**Thank you again.**


	26. St Trinians (2007)

Juht snarls, leaping at the dæmon's whose boys are now leaving the school. Kelly raises an eyebrow as the boys run, holding their clothes. She's sure the Totties will be mad she got rid of them but she doesn't have anyone breaking into her school. The panther snaps at the tail of a retreating dæmon, grinning up at his human.

'Idiot boys, thinking they can break into St Trinians.'

Kelly smirks. 'Don't worry, Juht. They won't try it again.'

The panther chuckles low in his throat, turning to follow Kelly back up the stairs. Head girl gets her own room and, while she rarely uses it, Kelly does need it tonight. All the plans for the heist are in there and she wants to go through them before going to bed.

'You don't have to, Kel.' Juht whispers as they walk though the corridors. 'Flash has got it all sorted.'

Kelly scoffs. 'You really trust the spiff? No. It's better we handle it.'

Junt nods, stepping into the room. He jumps onto the bed, stretching out and watching her sit down to work.

'Do you think it'll work, Kel?'

Kelly grins. 'Of course. We're St. Trinian's. We can do anything.'

* * *

><p>Bago drapes himself around Annabelle's shoulders at the back of the meeting. Kelly and Polly are leading, of course, explaining all the different things they will need to do before the Heist. Her aunt speaks up every so often, Ulo growling to get the girls to listen. Bago is half asleep by the end, him and Annabelle not really needed for anything. They are just supposed to sit in the audience, making sure that nothing goes wrong. Easy really.<p>

The ocicat jumps down onto the sofa as the room clears. Juht glances once at him, shaking his head. Bago smiles, burrowing down into the cushions and stretching out. Annabelle laughs, pushing him gently.

'Grow up, Bago.'

He smiles, twisting his head to watch her through lidded eyes. 'Don't need to grow up. St Trinian now, can be a kid as long as I like.'

She rubs his belly, getting a yowl out of him. 'Kids don't steal from art galleries. Or lie to their own fathers.'

'We're not lying. Flash is.'

Annabelle rolls her eyes, picking up her dæmon and throwing him onto the opposite cushions. She smiles, walking out the door. Bago growls, running out the door after her.

* * *

><p>Ulo watches the brand new first years running past, their dæmons trying to push each other out of the way. The girls have to stop twice, because their dæmons are lagging behind to much, but a couple quick shouts and they are off again. The leopard, pressed against his human's leg, smiles to himself.<p>

'Induction is going well.' Camilla says, next to him. 'Although I thought they were supposed to be having orientation right now.'

'They are.' Ulo mutters, nodding an older girl after the earlier group. Her dæmon swerves slightly to jump on Ulo's back before running back to his girl. 'We haven't given out Head Girl yet, there's no one to organise the orientation.'

'Ah.' Fritton smiles, tilting her head upwards. 'Head Girl. What are you thoughts, based on the boys?'

'Well, Damdamin and Konseho are too involved in their own groups to be able to look after the others. They'll just cause problems. Rupin won't take time away from grooming himself to run the school and Malin has other priorities. Best bet, for me, is Juht. He's respected, fair and knows practically everyone.'

'Juht, the panther?'

'Yes, I think so.'

'Okay.' Camilla smiles. 'Kelly Jones it is.'

* * *

><p>Geoffrey rests his head in his hands as the girls run past him, not a single on paying him any attention. Suga drops down onto his lap, pressing against his stomach as wildcats, falcons, snakes and all other manners of predators sped by, screaming along with their girls.<p>

Finally, all the girls make it to their lessons. There are twice a much now Camilla has been revealed as a Shakespeare so the halls are far to crowded for their liking.

'I hate this school.'

Geoffrey smiles, running a finger over her feathers. The raven looks up at him, jumping onto his wrist. He lifts her up onto his shoulder and looks around. 'I know. But we'll get used to it.'

She shudders slightly, as if the idea of getting used to St Trinians is nothing short of barbaric. 'I'm sure we will, if we stay here longer enough.'

Geoffrey nods, flinching when a small explosion from outside almost knocks Suga off his shoulder. She cries out, glaring out the window.

'How long are we going to stay here?' She hisses.

'Geoffrey.' Camilla's voice floats down the stairs. 'Geoffrey where are you?'

Thwaites smiles, standing up and replying to Suga. 'Forever.'

* * *

><p>A tiny first year peeks behind the curtain, looking into the feared section of the dorm. Her mouse dæmon shudders on her shoulder, wanting to get out of there as soon as possible. They stand for a few seconds, waiting for someone to notice them.<p>

A bat comes spiralling out at the dark, aiming for the mouse.

The girl screams, running out of the dorm and leaving the bat gliding around in circles, a satisfied smirk on his face.

'Are you done?'

Damdamin turns, following Andrea's voice back to her. He collides with her shoulder but she grabs him out of the air, the slightest hint of a smile on her face. He nods up at where he guesses her face is, feeling her turn and head back inside the curtains. The other emos are sleeping so they don't have time for frightened first years.

Damdamin doesn't say anything as they settle back down onto their bed. In fact, Damdamin never says anything at all something which had lead some girls outside of the school to think that he was just a normal bat and Andrea had no soul.

They both smirk at that. It is quite a funny story.

* * *

><p>Taylor glances down at the crowd below her, wincing slightly when Chloe gets a question wrong. Her dæmon clings closer to her shoulder, fingers digging in when Andrea steps down beside them. Despite having a soul that can fly, the stupid corpse bride is afraid of heights.<p>

'Let's move.' Konseho mutters, forcing her into motion. Taylor takes a second to stroke the lemur's back before running after their Head Girl.

They turned into the corner, avoiding guards and cameras to meet up with the others in front of the lasers. Konseho sees Damdamin tuck under Andrea's jacket but merely rolls his eyes, leaping to the floor. He'll show that colourless death-dæmon how it's done.

Taylor puts on some music but Konseho is too good for that. He dodges under the beams that Taylor is allowing him to see. The room is too long for him to wait at one end so he has to jump after her, panicking when she almost falls. Finally they make it to the other end and can put down the mirrors. Taylor grabs him the second the lasers have gone.

'We did it.' She grins and the lemur grins back, hugging her tightly. 'Yes!'

* * *

><p>Rupin flutters past the lizard, letting his wing brush ever so gently on her scales. Chelsea looks up from where the gecko's boy is clustering over her and smiles, making the boy think it is at him. Two sentences and some batted eyelashes later and the boy is running out of the room, scrambling to get the things Chelsea has asked for.<p>

'Easy as cake.' Chelsea breathes, holding a hand out for Rupin. The butterfly lands on her fingers as she lays back, pulling out her phone and texting the other Posh Totties. Apparently there was a party in the local town so, of course, they were going.

'What to wear though?' Rupin sighs, looking around the room. There were a dozen dresses around the room, all of which would make her look stunning, not to mention all the skirt and top combos they have.

Chelsea pursed her lips, concentrating more than she had done for her end of year exams. 'A blue dress, I think, to match your wings.'

'Mini skirt, of course.'

'Low neckline, heart shaped...ooh!'

Chelsea jumps up, grabbing a dress, matching their description from the back of her closet and holding it against her.

'Perfect!'

* * *

><p>Modi and Minni scuttle over the banisters, trying to keep up with their girls. The mice can't run quite as fast as the girls but they make an effort. As they reach the bottom of the stairs, Modi jumps onto Tania's hand while Minni makes it to Tara's shoulder, having to climb over Tania's to do it. The girls were both more than used to this, having shared dæmons since they were babies.<p>

'Got everything?' Tara whispers as the peek around the corner.

'Bit late to ask that how.' Modi mutters back, his claws digging into Tania's hand.

'Shh, he'll hear.' Minni scowls, watching the reporter sneak around the school.

'Alright now.' Tania grins, flicking Minni's ear. 'Let's move.'

All four hold their breath as they walk forward, setting up the trap. The whole school knows about it so only the reporter could possibly get trapped. After setting up, they giggle and run away, looking for other first years.

They make it about five metres when they hear an explosion behind them. They freeze, glancing at each other in apprehension.

'Run for it!' The dæmons cry in unison.

'Keep quiet.' The girls yell back, laughing as they run from trouble.

* * *

><p>Fingers tap furiously against the keyboard, typing out the programming with well practiced ease. The program comes to life on the screen, spelling out the codes for a simple sorting algorithm. With a few loops and some stopping commands, the algorithm has tripled in complexity but doubled in efficiency.<p>

'It's still too slow though.' Malin scowls, staring down at the screen from Polly's shoulder. 'Twenty minutes to sort a hundred items.'

The geek scratches the monkeys's tail, wrapped around her neck before continuing to type, adjust her glasses as she does so. 'It's faster than anything else we've made. Few adjustments and we'll be done.'

'More adjustments make it more complex, which makes it slower.' Malin complains, climbing down her arm to work at the computer himself.

'Complexity is proportional to efficiency.' She points out, pushing him away from the keys to make her own changes.

He sits down between her arms, staring at the screen with eyes slightly squinted. Polly tilts her head, staring at the parameters and trying to find something wrong with their algorithm.

'Put in two subroutines.'

'Modify the iterations.'

They grin at each other, human and monkey fingers dashing across the keys to make changes.

* * *

><p>'I can't sell that.'<p>

The girls stare at him, their mouths set and eyes hardened. He sighs weakly, looking down at the alcohol they have presented him. Stuff that was likely to kill someone.

'Aw, come on Flash.' They whine, pouting now. 'Give it a shot.'

'We said no.' Sourire frowns, poking her giant head out from behind the table. The girls' small dæmons flinch back from the liger and she nods them on, smirking slightly when they scramble away with their stuff. 'That went well.'

Flash leans back in his chair, scratching his dæmon head. She closes her eyes at the sensation, leaning into the touch. 'We do need something to sell, though.'

She shrugs, pushing his hand away and standing, near as tall as his seated form. 'The geeks have given us goods and the totties will have something. Calm down.'

He smiles but it fades as a dozen girls run past, destroying half his merchandise in the process. He is about to go mad when Kelly walks past, giving him a grin before continuing. Juht brushes Sourire's tail, making the liger blush before following the sounds of explosions.

Flash smirks at his dæmon. Defenders of anarchy indeed.


	27. Star Wars

Luke moved through the station, trying to find the other people from the Falcon. They had stopped to refuel, only for a few hours and, so far, Han had gotten into a fight, Chewbacca had been arrested and Leia had gone missing. Luke had managed to get Chewie bail but was unable to find the other two. With his luck, he'd find them kissing in a cupboard somewhere.

'We can't exactly go overprotective big brother, can we?' Adelfi says, hopping along beside him. The hare is trying to listen for their sister but can't distinguish her from the hundreds of others in the space port.

'A few minutes older. It counts.' Luke bends, picking her up and tucking her under one arm. 'Let's go back to the Falcon. They'll head back that way.'

Adelfi nods, settling into his grip. They weave through all the people, many of whom move aside when they see the lightsaber hanging from his belt. Luke just smiles, Adelfi nodding at each of their dæmons in turn. Finally, he reaches the Falcon, stepping in and lowering his dæmon to the floor.

'At last.' Han's voice carries from the front. 'We've been waiting kid. Where've you been?'

* * *

><p>Irman sat back on his haunches, staring at the other dæmons of the council with distain. The owls, lizards and cats seem to think they know everything and that the small dog at Leia's side can't possible have a better opinion than them. The beagle glares at a chameleon as her man goes on about how to attack the small army Vader left on a nearby dwarf planet.<p>

'We have to clear the Sith from the galaxy. A full frontal attack will defeat them once and for all.'

'A head on attack will lose us too many people.' Leia says, staring at the older man. 'We cannot risk it.'

'If Skywalker helps-'

'My brother is taking a much deserved rest.' Irman barks, enjoying the way his words shock the councilman. 'If you want to fight, it will be with Resistance soldiers, not Jedi.'

The men begin muttering amongst themselves, causing Irman to turn his head and scowl at Leia. She smiles, shushing him.

'Madame Organa. We'll finish Vader's reach and the only way to do that is to fight.'

Irman smiles, showing his teeth easily. 'Well sir, I think I know my father better than you.'

The councilmen shut up.

* * *

><p>'Chewie!' Han shouted over his shoulder. 'Chewie, get those repulsors!'<p>

Payalata scrambles over the walls, getting to the doorway and shouting as well. 'Bring some chargers as well Phara! We're running out of juice!'

That settled, the lizard scuttles back to her man, resting on his arm as he steers the ship. Luke, Leia and the droids are discussing their action plan in the back room but someone needs to pilot.

'Need to get to this damned council don't we.' Han smirks, tilting the controls slightly to adjust the direction. 'Can't exactly miss it.'

Payalata chuckles, claws digging into his skin gently. 'Don't be snarky. I don't think Leia will thank us if you speak like that while we're there.'

'Oh, really.' Han quirks an eyebrow, leaning back in his seat and keeping the controls level with his toes. 'And why should I care about what the Princess thinks?'

'You know.' The lizard says coyly, curling up on his stomach.

Han straightens slightly as she walks in, finally changed out of the clothes she wore on the Hoth. She nods at him before leaving again, having checked he is doing his job.

'Yeah.' He sighs, knowing he's whipped. 'I know.'

* * *

><p>Phara glances over Chewbacca's shoulder, watching the Stormtroopers as they shoot at them. Every time one of them makes a shot, she roars and the Wookiee ducks, turning to fire back and knock them down. He then roars back to her in thanks, spinning every which way to protect his friends in the station. Han pokes his head out every so often to fire his own gun but, every time, Phara shouts at Payalata to get down.<p>

Both creatures from Kashyyyk snarl as a Stormtrooper steps up, a fire thrower in hand. Chewie turns to run away from the station, cursing in Shyriiwook as Phara falls from her perch. The scorpion's tail lashes out, wrapping around her Wookiee's wrist and dangles there for a few seconds until Chewie can pull her back up. They burst into the woods as the Stormtrooper activates his weapon, the trees behind them setting ablaze.

Phara roars at Chewbacca to run faster to which he replies with even more curses and swears. She sends back a biting retort as they make it out of the forest, both of then continuing to yell at each other.

Maybe it's a good thing that people can't understand them.

* * *

><p>Cuna stares down the smaller dæmon, making him curl in on himself. The wolf snarls, stepping forward and opening her teeth to bite the lynx.<p>

'Anakin! Stop it!'

Cuna turns and the lynx runs away, jumping into his girl's arm and fleeing the room. Cuna growls at Sikhana, pressed to Obi-Wan's side, as the two of them turn, leaving after her beaten opponent. Still scowling, she stalks back to Anakin, laying down at his side.

'I had him. It would have been easy.'

Anakin frowns, looking at the spot his master has just vanished through. 'I know, but we're not supposed to get angry. You know that.'

Cuna pulls a face, tugging on Anakin's clothes with her teeth. He sits down next to her, running a hand through her fur in an attempt to calm her. 'They can't put us in a fight and not expect us to be violent.'

Anakin smirks slightly, inclining his head in assent. 'Maybe not but try to be good. We'll never be a Jedi if you don't behave.'

Cuna glowers at the room, angry at the world. 'Maybe I don't want to be a Jedi.'

Anakin frowns to himself but doesn't say anything.

* * *

><p>'Aren't you worried?'<p>

Obi-Wan's eyebrows raise and he looks down at his dæmon, jumping over the sand dunes beside him. Despite her form being fit for it, she is still exhausted and barely managing to make each leap. He bends slowly, back still aching from too many battles and lifts the sand cat easily, ignoring her protests.

'About what?' He says wearily, although he knows the list is endless.

'Anakin. Luke, Leia. Yoda, the Council, our frien-'

'I get the picture.' He sighs, spotting a cave and heading towards it, Sikhana nestled in his arms. 'And yes, I am worried. I'm always worried.'

He sits in the shadows of the cave, eyes faced back the way he came, back to where Luke is.

'Not much we can do now but wait.'

Sikhana buries under his arm, curling in on herself as he watches the two suns setting. They are here to watch over their old friend's son and learn new ways of the force. It will be a lonely, sad existence for them for a while.

'I miss Anakin.' Sikhana whines into Obi-Wan's shirt.

'I know, Hana.' He says, scratching her ears, attempting to comfort her. 'Me too.'

* * *

><p>Padmé stares across the lawn, lost in though as she watches the display. He wasn't intending to show off but, as soon as she sat down, his moves got a little more daring, more advanced.<p>

'Enjoying the show?'

Padmé jumps, clutching her heart and glaring at her dæmon. 'Don't do that Raja! You gave a heart attack.'

The rabbit regards her with a cool stare. 'You should have known where I was, you always do. Unless, of course, you were distracted.'

Padmé's gaze flickers back involuntarily, causing Raja to laugh. She nudges him with he elbow, pushing him off the table and laughs herself, pulling the papers she was supposed to be reading closer to herself. Six different planets have sent alliance requests to her for what they believed to be an upcoming war. Another eight are asking for any information she might have.

'Quiet now, I'm busy.' She smiles as he scrambles back to the tabletop, pulling a face. 'These papers aren't going to ready themselves.'

Raja grumbles as he stretches out. 'No, you'll just get me to read them while you stare at pretty boy.'

Anakin looks up at the sound of a rabbit falling to the floor.

* * *

><p>Malamin ducks, almost falling off Qui-Gon's shoulder, as the Talos natives shoot at them. Qui-Gon blocks most of the attacks but a few make it past his lightsaber, meaning they have to dodge. The owl jumps off her man's shoulder, flying at the Talosian's dæmon, catching the wildcat's tail as Qui-Gon pushes her man back with the Force.<p>

Qui-Gon holds an arm out for Malamin to land on as they get a brief respite. 'They were waiting for us.'

'I noticed.' The owl sneers, head spinning around. 'Where's the boy?'

Qui-Gon, still trying to get his breath back, gestures to a cave, where Malamin can just see legs and a tail poking out. 'Are they okay?'

'As okay as they can be. I don't think he'll ever get used to battles.'

The owl shakes herself off, claws digging in when she sees more natives running at them. 'Well, you better get used to them. Get ready.'

Qui-Gon nods, drawing his lightsaber again and getting into stance. He spots Kenobi limping to his feet and nods at the boy. Malamin screeches at the oncoming attackers and Qui-Gon runs at them, his weapon swinging wildly.

* * *

><p>The council room is silent as the sun began to set. The golden light seeps through the great windows, illuminating the single figure meditating in the centre, his dæmon curled up at his side.<p>

A small noise outside makes the dæmon spring up, teeth bared and eyes wild. Gazda's man lifts a hand, eyes still shut, to rest on her back, humming under his breath.

'Peace, you need.' Yoda mutters, feeling his dæmon's fury. 'Anger, you do not.'

The honey badger breathes deeply, slowly pulling her tail back around herself and resting against him again. She says nothing, merely shaking with the emotions he is so good at discarding, at overlooking.

'An extension of me, you are.' He continues, feeling her gradually relax, the noise having startled her back into the dozens of battles they have been in as Padawans, as Knights and finally as Masters. 'To battle this alone, foolish it would be.'

The light shines on them as they fall once again into silence, each meditating and lost in their own thoughts and connection to the Force. Another noise startles Gazda but she settles easier this time. The council room is filled with humming as the sun sets.

* * *

><p>'Execute order 66.'<p>

Sotet almost shakes with glee as she hears those words said, hears their orders obeyed. The Jedi will be gone for good, only a few measly rebels left behind, easily taken down by their hunters. The snake climbs up her man's arm, fangs flashing dangerously in the light.

Sidious, known to the entire galaxy as Palpatine, smirks down at her, watching the scenes their clones are sending them, dozens upon hundreds of Jedi betrayed by what they thought were their own soldiers.

'It's good to win, isn't it?' The viper says, tongue flicking out at the screen, as if she can taste the destruction.

'Of course.' Sidious says, standing up and looking himself in the mirror. He must look presentable for the Senate, must make them think that he had to do it, that the Jedi were too dangerous. 'That's why we always do it.'

Sotet chuckles, constricting around his arm briefly as they leave their quarters behind. In barely a few years, months even, they will have the entire Galaxy under their thumb. Every species will bow to them.

Oh, yes, Sotet thinks as they pass Amidala and her friends. It's very good to be bad.


	28. Axis Powers Hetalia

No one really understands Italy's dæmon. Granted, the cheery nation doesn't quite get it himself but, as most of the world council reasons, the Italians- plus the original Romans- chose a wolf as their symbol. Makes sense that Paura would be one. Sort of.

The dæmon looks up as Romano runs past with his own soul. Meridionale is a wolf, like her sister, albeit smaller and more tan. Paura's coat is nearly pure black, with only a few spots on her face and a white tip on her tail, perfect for waving in surrender.

'Where're you going?' She shouts after them, receiving no reply. 'What do think's wrong?'

Feliciano jumps slightly, having began to doze off in his chair. 'I don't know. Should we go after them?'

Paura glances down the corridor, seeing Spain rushing towards her. 'I think we're fine.' She says, as his bull dæmon rushes past, shouting for Meridionale.

Italy nods, smiling to himself and leaning back in his chair. The council is taking a twenty minute break and they can just relax until they have to go back to Germany's shouting. Paura manages to last five minutes before she gets bored and begins to swish her tail, hitting his ankles. 'Let's do something.'

'What?' Italy yawns, eyes still closed. 'What can we do?'

There is a lull of silence before they both speaking, at the same time and running off laughing. 'Pasta!'

Her form might not make sense but Paura is Italy's soul, through and through.

* * *

><p>The younger nations freeze slightly as Germany walks into the council room, almost falling over each other to leave. Kämpfer, perched on his shoulder, bows her head slightly, feathers ruffled.<p>

'When are they going to forget?'

Ludwig shakes his head, stroking her cheat gently. 'It's only been 10 years and we have long memories.'

The golden eagle shakes herself off, flying from his shoulder to land on one of the chairs. 'They're never going to forget, I can tell.'

Germany shrugs, sitting down opposite her. 'Maybe not, but they will forgive. England colonised America but they still get along fine.'

'Colonised, yes, not invaded or bombed.' Kämpfer scowls, looking around the empty chairs. 'Besides, they don't get along that well.'

Germany chuckles, looking over at the seats where the blond nations were sat earlier. 'They do seem to be quite vocal with their dislike, don't they.'

Kämpfer smiles despite herself. 'And then France has to get involved...'

Germany pulls a face. 'How did those three ever win a war?'

The golden eagle stares at him, struggling to speak through laughter. 'What does that say about us? We lost a war to those three!'

They both burst into uncontrollable laughter, nearly falling off their seats. They only manage to stop when Japan pokes his head im, smiling lightly.

'Ten minutes to the meeting.'

Germany nods, waving his friend off. He turns to his dæmon, smiling. 'Ich liebe dich.'

'You too, you big softie.' She smiles. 'Now lets get on with this.'

* * *

><p>'Please calm down.'<p>

Sairento skids to a halt, looking up at her man before going back to chase her tail. Japan rolls his eyes infinitesimally although a minuscule smile does grace his face. They have just been given the Winter Olympics, beating Europeans and North Americans, and the tanuki is too busy celebrating.

'You're embarrassing me.'

The raccoon-like-dæmon laughs, jumping around him and rolling next to his legs, obviously expecting to be scratched. 'There's no one around. I'm allowed to be happy.'

'Happy, yes.' Japan nods, kneeling down to start his finger lightly brush her fur. 'But it isn't very polite to break my office in your excitement, Sair.'

Sairento looks around the room, seeing all the objects she knocked to the ground, the cups that have shattered on the floor and the papers torn from his desk. She curls up slight, staring over her shoulder at him. 'Oops.'

He shakes his head, standing again and smoothing down his clothing. 'Yes, oops. Now we have a lot to organise, we need this room back in order.'

She giggles, rolling back onto her feet and skipping over to an ornament that hasn't smashed. 'Where do want this, o stoic one?'

Japan smirks slightly, sitting down at his desk which, thankfully, has been spared his dæmon's excitement. 'You know where it goes, Sair. Let me get on now.'

The tanuki smiles, picking things up with her mouth and giggling. She even manages to get her apparently emotionless man to smile.

* * *

><p>Arthur hisses as he lays down on the bed, wounds of his back flaring up as he settles. He wants to curl on his side but his arm is broken and needs to be supported properly. He turns his head to face Aeliau, eyes watering as the movement hurts his neck.<p>

'He called me small, Lia.' His voice is despondent, staring past the lioness, watching the wall with no real focus.

'He also beat the hell out of us, you twit.' The dæmon scowls, collapsed on the ground. The fight, although the other himself didn't physically hurt them has had a huge effect of them. So many of their soldiers died, or were injured, and they are feeling those wounds. Plus, several of his soldiers managed to land some shots on them.

'Eh, that'll heal.' England shrugs, wincing instantly. 'But he said I used to be great. What does that mean?'

Aeliau shakes her head, labouring to lift it to his hand. 'I don't know but I'm sure he didn't mean it. We've still got the Empire, we're still great.'

He moves his unbroken arm to stroke her fur, sighing deeply as he does so. 'I don't know. Now he's left, the others might follow.'

'I know.'

There is a silence as they both contemplate that, wondering how long it will be until they are left alone completely. They both know their little siblings don't like them.

'Arthur?'

'Yes, Aeliau?'

'I miss Alfred.'

'I know, Aeliau. I miss him too.'

* * *

><p>'You're not listening to me!' America almost shouts, slamming his fists down on his boss' desk. 'We need to help in this war or our friends will perish!'<p>

'I think you need your hearing checked.' The man's dæmon says, glaring at America's own. 'We have no business getting involved in a European war and that is final! Now get out!'

America storms from the room, heading back to his own house in a huff. Aantah soars above his head, ignoring the glances she gets from their people. Right now, the bald eagle is not happy.

America manages to make it back to his house before Aantah spirals at his, knocking him to the ground and scratching at his face. He lets out a yelp, trying to push her off, even though he knew it would happen.

'Stop. Aantah, it's not my fault. Stop it!'

The eagle finally stops, claws digging into his shirt and eyes feral. 'They're going to die, Freddy. Iggy and France and everyone else and we can't save them.'

He frowns, bringing a hand up to rest on her neck. 'We'll save them, I promise. We're heroes, remember?'

Aantah nods, collapsing slightly against him. 'I'm just so worried. About all of them, even the ones on the wrong side. They're supposed to be strong, to be ancient nations but the last time we saw them...'

America sighs, thinking of the bandages, casts and slings that had hidden their friends injuries. They need to join this war, soon.

* * *

><p>'She not very impressive, is she?' The tiny blond says, tilting his face as he looks at France's dæmon. Cocotte tilts her head as well, making the child and his still changing dæmon giggle.<p>

'That's not very nice, Matthieu.' France says, picking the boy up and tickling him. Canada begins to shriek, trying to tickle back while Oublié flies around France's head, changing form every turn.

'Especially when your own dæmon hasn't settled yet.' The Gallic rooster chuckles as Francis throws Matthieu onto the nearest sofa. 'And I'm happy with my form. One day, your people will choose a form for you and you'll have to get used to it.'

'Yeah!' Matthieu smiles, bouncing in his seat. 'Like a lion or a wolf-'

'Or a beaver!' Oublié shouts, getting herself strange looks.

France shrugs. 'A beaver is possible, ma chérie. A lion I do not expect.'

'But Mr Kirkland's dæmon is a lion!' Matthieu protests. 'Hey, can we visit Mr Kirkland, and Alfred soon. Please big brother.'

Cocotte shakes her head at his behaviour, smiling to herself. Despite Angleterre's terrible cooking, the young nation still likes visiting, probably to see his brother. 'Or maybe they can come here.'

Matthieu smiles, jumping out of his seat to play tag with Oublié. The dæmon changes to a horse and runs away, the two of them dashing out of the room. France smiles, patting Cocotte's back.

'I think you're impressive.'

The rooster preens. 'You don't have to tell me, I know I am.'

* * *

><p>China rolls his eyes as the world council calls recess, splitting off into groups and leaving the room. They are still arguing about this country invading that country and this nation getting involved in that nation's war. The old nation rolls his eyes as the room empties, seeing his brothers bickering about something mundane.<p>

'Children.' Gu mutters beside him, head shaking in exasperation.

'Babies, you mean.' He mutters back, one hand falling off the arm of his chair to scratch her head. The Giant Panda, a proud symbol of his country, older than any of the other dæmons in the room, lifts her head to the touch, smiling contently.

'They are so infantile that they are unreasonable.' She admits, eyes squinting as he begins to stroke her forehead. 'You have to give them that.'

'I suppose, but it's a wonder we manage to get anything done at these meeting. They're all too busy arguing.'

She tilts her head to look at him, eyes sparkling mischievously. 'And you don't? What happened with Ivan again?'

China winces. The last time he spoke to Russia, the taller nation had stuck an axe through the wall, right next to China's face. 'He overreacted, nothing to do with me.'

Gu laughs, stretching slightly and curling up beneath the table, which she can barely fit under. 'Of course, Yao. Wake me when the meeting in over.'

With that, she falls asleep, leaving her man to deal with childish nations alone. It would be a long meeting.

* * *

><p>'Strashno? Have you seen my pickaxe?'<p>

The Russian bear lifts her head, looking around the room and instantly wondering where her man has gone. The other G8 members will be visiting soon and he is wondering around, looking for god knows what.

'Strashno?! My pickaxe!'

Ah, that was it. She yawns, pushing herself to her feet and ambling out of the room. 'In the study, Ivan. But do you really need it?'

'Of course I do.' She starts to move toward his voice, hoping to reach the study before he does. 'I can't greet my friends without a weapon in hand.'

'Bet you can.' Strashno murmurs to herself. Aloud, she replies, 'Are you sure they'll take it okay? They only just let us in the group.'

She can hear the incredulousness in his voice. 'You don't think they'll kick me out, do you? Oh, well, if they do, at least I'll have the pickaxe.'

The bear sighs, and has to stop when she hears the doorbell. That will probably be America with his brother, wanting to be first so he can brag about it to England and France. They will arrive together, bickering as usual, with Germany and Italy just behind, discussing Italy's abysmal fighting skills. Despite being among the nearest, Japan will be last, bearing some kind of give and polite apology for being late, despite being exactly on time.

'Ivan! Guests!' She shouts, ambling towards the door.

'Make them wait!' He shouts back. 'I can't find my pickaxe!'


	29. American Horror Story: Murder House

Kokoro looks down at the tiny dæmon, pressed against her boy's side. Michael isn't old enough to have a personality, barely big enough to have emotions, so Yami is shifting between a dozen forms each time the wind blows wrong or Michael stirs in his sleep.

'Thanks, Constance, I really appreciate this.'

Ben's words are hollow as he picks his dæmon from the counter and bends down over Michael. He presses his lips, to the baby's forehead, not reacting as he begins to squirm and cry. Constance steps forward, picking up the baby as Ben turns to leave, the lizard on his shoulder staring down at the snake on her arm.

They leave Constance's house, walking back to their own with slow, weighed down steps. They finally collapse in the living room, Kokoro leaning on Ben's neck as he breaks down. They have lost their wife, daughter and newborn son and still need to look after another baby.

'I don't know what to do, Ko.' Ben mutters, staring down at his hands.

The gecko shakes her head, her tail wrapping around his neck, in an small attempt to provide him comfort.

The house is silent as Ben begins to cry.

* * *

><p>Vivien rests a hand on her stomach, smiling as Luke walks out the door. Ben glares after him for a second before returning to his office, apologising to whatever patient he has in there. Ibune, perching on her shoulder, tuts slightly, pulling a face after their husband.<p>

'Bit hypocritical, isn't it?'

Vivien rolls her eyes, smirking at the dove. 'Oh, you know Ben. If I gave him time, he'd find a way to make this breakup my fault.'

Ibune laughs, low in his throat. 'I'm sure he would. Did he at least promise to pay child support?'

She strokes her baby bump again, thinking of the last time she and Ben actually talked. Ibune had been to busy diving at Kokoro to pay attention to what was being said. 'Why do you think I let him have the office? He's making us money.'

The dove nods, hopping from her shoulder to the arm of the chair and looking fondly at her bump. 'Well it doesn't matter, does it? We're going to be parents.'

Vivien smiles, moving her free hand to stroke his feathers, thinking of the future and her new sons.. She can't wait for her babies to be born.

* * *

><p>Violet watches Tate walk out the door, almost forcing herself not to follow him. Sumelang looks up at her, confusion and worry clear on his face. Violet sighs, turning on her heal and storming back to her room. She pauses for a second outside the door but, predictably, neither of her parents have noticed anything.<p>

'We're not really moving, are we Vi?' He dæmon says, jumping onto her bed as she closes the door.

Violet shrugs, flopping down beside him. 'I dunno, Lang. Mum says we are.'

The skunk hops up, fur on edge. 'But we can't move, I like it here. You like it here, I know you do.'

Violet rolls over slightly, scratching Lang's back. 'I never said I didn't. But the parents don't like it and they make the decisions.'

Sumelang slumps for a moment, tail drooping. A thought occurs to him and he perks up, looking straight at her. 'What if they didn't though? We could run away, Vi. Tate and Gendheng would come with us, I know they would.'

'It wouldn't work.' Violet sighs, cutting off his excitement. 'Besides, Tate doesn't love us that much, does he? Not living person loves someone else like that.'

* * *

><p>He had expected to lose her when he died. She had foreseen it too and had tried to rebel against his plan. Tried to stop him, tried to talk him out of it until he caged her in a corner and walked away until she promised to be good. The pain didn't bother him, he was going to give out far worse.<p>

Then the SWAT team had arrived and he lost her, his little spider dæmon.

He didn't expect to come back. He didn't expect to have her with him. He certainly didn't expect her to change.

The scorpion on his shoulder is crueler than his previous dæmon, more happy to go along with his plans, even happier to make them up herself. She reacts to pain and separation from him with an almost sadistic pleasure, saying it shows that she is stronger now. Tate doesn't use her name aloud anymore, not sure if she is the same dæmon, or if his real soul was taken and replaced by a monster. She still uses the name herself but with a smirk as if she knows his thoughts.

In life, nothing had scared him.

In death, only Gendheng has that honour.

* * *

><p>Constance looks up at the house, eyes glinting and a small smile forming on her face. Her child runs past her, eager to see what the house is like, to choose his new room and learn all it's secrets. His dæmon runs after him, shouting as he almost crashes into the front door.<p>

'Eager, isn't he?' Mati says, uncoiling himself from her wrist to slither up towards her shoulder. 'Should we be worried? He barely noticed when we told him about the illegal abortions.'

'Oh, he noticed.' Constance smiles as the delivery men finally leave the house, awkwardly shaking hands with her as they go. 'He was just more interested in the murders that happened here.'

Mati nods his head, hissing slightly as Constance walks into the room, shouting for the boy. His father is in the house somewhere, probably off wallowing in self pity.

'Look what I found.'

Constance turns, seeing the mouse, a real living mouse, clamped in the other dæmon's mouth. The snake on her shoulder shakes his head as the children smile, obviously proud of themselves.

'Oh, Michael.' Constance smiles, hugging her grandson and hoping the ghost's listen. 'What am I going to do with you?'

* * *

><p>'You haven't changed.'<p>

Priti tilts his head, looking up as Hayden stomps into the room. Since almost being separated permanently, they've had a much long reach and, although the hare likes to relax in the master bedroom, Hayden likes to walk around the house, trying to get Ben's attention.

'Is that a problem?'

Hayden pauses for a second, as if she hadn't actually thought that far into the conversation. 'I suppose not, it's just disappointing. Tate's dæmon changed and the ugly maid's.'

'Moira.' Priti supplies, staring at his girl. She's different, not enough for him to change but enough for him to notice. She was never so hurtful before.

'Do I care?' Hayden scoffs, sitting down on Ben and Vivien's bed, a sickly smile forming on her face. The hare jumps up after her, forcing down his revulsion at her obsessive actions. 'I don't know, Pri, it's like your not my dæmon anymore.'

She runs a hand through his fur, the motions more soothing for her than him. He makes himself stay still as nausea rushes over him, reminding him of the terrible moment he burst into golden Dust and left her, if only briefly.

'Yeah, I suppose it is.'

* * *

><p>Hwasang limps after her man as he grumbles, complaining about ungrateful women and stupid young men. Larry doesn't even pause when she falls, chin hitting the pavement as she scrambles to her feet. The greyhound trots after him, trying to get his attention as he continues to moan.<p>

'What are you planning, Larry?' She groans, her insides hurting as she speeds up. 'Where are we going?'

'We're going to get her. She ruined our life.'

The greyhound doesn't need to ask who he is talking about and can only sign as he picks up speed. 'You heard Lorraine. She doesn't blame Constance, she blames us, we're at fault.'

But Larry isn't listening, continuing to walk towards his apartment. 'She manipulated us into loving her. She ruined our marriage.'

'We ruined our marriage!' She shouts, stopping and forcing him to halt as well. He glares at her, obviously not wanting to accept anything she is saying. She stares back at him, her next words coming out slower, calming. 'We ruined out marriage, Larry. We killed her and we should pay for it. Not Constance.'

Larry blinks twice before heading back in the other direction. 'C'mon, Sang. We're going to the station.'

* * *

><p>'No, Thaddeus. Go away.'<p>

Her boy flees from her as she shouts, her husband stood to the side and staring after him. Nora rolls her eyes slightly and Charles dashes off, shouting for Thaddeus to come back. Nora doesn't want to know what the doctor intends to do, just decides to recline on the sofa, her dæmon resting beside her.

'Why has no one visited?'

The peacock tilts his head at her, pondering the question. 'I suppose they are giving us time. Mother always says it's rude to interrupt grief, especially barely a month in.'

Nora nods, one hand moving to rest on Uahan's neck. It's strange, she's sure that more than a month has passed, closer to a year than a month. Her brow furrows as she tries to think, her hand going further up Uahan's neck.

She pauses, mouth dropping open slightly. 'What's that? On your head?'

Her dæmon turns to face her and they blink, confused as always. As they blink, Nora's head bursts in pain, her world going black.

She blinks awake, Uahan beside her untangling his feathers. They both look up as Thaddeus runs towards them, screaming with his teeth bare.

'No, Thaddeus! Go away!'

* * *

><p>Moira watches the new family walk around the house, the third one in as many years. None of them can understand why Marcy continues to try and sell it. Byeonhwa stands next to her, in his larger form, his preferred form. Men see him as a sleek tabby, small and unassuming whereas women see him as his newer form, the sand cat shape he assumed after Moira was killed.<p>

'She doesn't learn, does she?' Moira smiles down at her dæmon, moving into position for that evening, when the ghosts will have some fun. 'She's never going to sell this house.'

Byeonhwa shakes his head, forming flickering slightly as they wait for night to fall. 'Why doesn't she just turn it into a museum or something?'

Moira shrugs, stroking his tail as her own image changes, suiting her task for the evening. She smirks, the twisted expression fitting her younger self better. 'If she did that, Byeon, she wouldn't be Marcy. Beside, life would get boring.'

The sand cat laughs, drawing Violet and Vivien's attention as they walk past with Jeffrey. They smile at her, waving the baby's hand. Moira waves back and Byeon grins up at her.

'No, it wouldn't.'

* * *

><p>'Come back, come back!'<p>

Adelaide frowns as Beau runs away from her, scurrying into the shadows with his squirrel dæmon. Turning, she notices Violet taking some boxes out of the attic, Tate helping her. Violet waves at Addie but her brother tilts his head, seemingly confused about her presence. Aleumdaun's fur goes up on end as Gendheng stares down at him, Addie desperately trying to calm him down before the scorpion notices.

Once they've gone, Addie and her monkey dæmon relax again, grabbing Beau's ball and rolling it into the shadows for him. He doesn't come out but he does roll it back, making Addie giggle.

'I miss you, Beau.' Leum says, pinching the ball before Addie can and rolling it back. 'But it's okay, mum says we'll move here soon. We'll move back and all be a family.'

Beau moans at the word 'all' and Addie grips Leum's arm. 'Maybe not all of us. But we'll have a new family, Beau, and they seem really nice.'

Beau laughs and Addie smiles, even as Beau stops playing. Leum leans against her, frowning slightly. 'I don't want to come back here, Ad.'

'Me neither.' She whispers. 'But we might have to.'

* * *

><strong>AN: This is an anthology series so there will be a few chapters based around American Horror Story. Sorry if you don't watch it, you're welcome if you do.**

**Also to the reviewer who asked for Inheritance Cylce: I haven't read the books and I'm not sure when I'll be able to. Therefore, I won't be able to write a chapter around it. Sorry.**


	30. American Horror Story: Asylum

Kuany disappears as Thredson walks into the room, clinging to Lana's skin as the doctor grabs something from one of the shelves, leaving with a smile over his shoulder. Lana smiles back weakly and Kuany forces himself visible, forces himself to reach a claw towards Skaldne as she buzzes towards him. Then the two are gone, and Lana curls in on herself, tears forming silent and unbidden in her eyes.  
>'No, no, no.' The chameleon mutters, beginning to panic and scurry up to her face to wipe away the tears. 'Can't let him see, don't you let him see.'<br>Lana nods, suddenly determined and sits up, brushing the tears away. 'We've got to get out of here.'  
>Kuany looks around fearfully, scared Thredson heard and is coming to get them, despite the soundproofing. Eventually, he turns back to his human, whispering so low she can barely hear. 'We do, I know we do but how? You're chained up and I can't leave without you.'<br>A door opens upstairs and Lana hears voices, Thredson and several overs. Help is just a few metres away but they don't even know she in there.  
>'I don't know how.' She mutters. 'But we will.'<p>

* * *

>Kit glances up as the men walk in, eyes flashing as he realises they still haven't brought his baby back. He doesn't understand why they won't let him see Thomas, why he isn't allowed to raise his boy. He wants to, Grace wants to, surely that should be enough.<br>Telpa jumps on his knee as the men speak to the Monsignor, refusing to even look his way. The squirrel wants to shout, rush at their little bug dæmons and make them realise that she's not dangerous, she just wants to see her baby.  
>'Don't think that would work, Tel.' Kit mutters, tugging on her tail to stop her moving. 'Besides, we're not violent.'<br>'Say that to them.' She scowls, dropping the expression as one of the men turns back to face her. 'They treat us like murderers.'  
>'We are, you know. In their eyes, at least.'<br>Telpa huffs, the noise turning into a moan as the men shake their heads and leave, the Monsignor going with them. Kit hits the back of his head against the wall, letting out a shout. He wants his family, wants to hold them. He wants Alma, he wants Grace.  
>He wants his baby back.<br>

* * *

>'We need to keep an eye on that one.'<br>Sister Jude barely looks up as Ms. Winters is escorted out of the room, leaning heavily on the orderlies. After her electroshock therapy, the newest inmate is holding her chameleon dæmon close to her chest and Frank's rottweiler is stood below her arms, in case she drops him.  
>'The Lord is watching over her. We need only follow his guidance.'<br>Vainus makes a clicking noise, crawling over her arm and toward the desk. The spider, although a part of her, doesn't have to share her emotions, or her beliefs. Specifically not the belief she has in religion. 'Well, when your God sends down some guidance, be sure to let me know.'  
>Jude rolls her eyes slightly as she turns back to the paperwork but otherwise makes no reply. Vainus glares at her from the desk.<br>'You could speak, you know.' He says. 'Tell me why we're doing this, why we're here. You never have, you just drag me around the place like a slave.'  
>'We are all slaves to the Lord's Will.' Jude recites back. 'We just wait for signs that-'<br>Frank bursts into the room. 'There's a possessed boy downstairs.'  
><hr>Meli flutters around the room, trying to get away from the woman on the bed. She looks like Mary, sounds like Mary, walks like Mary, even smells like Mary. But she isn't Mary Eunice and Meli hates it, hates seeing his sweet, innocent girl sneering like that, trying so hard to cause people pain.  
>'Oh, come now.' The creature in Mary's body says, eyes glinting. 'Don't be so boring.'<br>'Our Father, who art in heaven.' The butterfly began fervently, flying out of Mary's reach as she tries to grab him. 'Hallowed be thy name.'  
>'Stop that.' Mary hisses, standing up and jumping after him. 'Stop that or I'll stop you.'<br>Meli ignores her, still trying to get away but easily backed into a corner by his former loved one. 'Thy kingdom come, thy will be done.'  
>Mary grabs him, pinching his wings down and making him cry out. For a brief moment, he hopes it hurts her as well but he goes immediately back to pair, albeit in his mind rather than out loud.<br>'Be quiet, little bug. I've got work to do and you're going to help me, or I'll kill you, and her. Understood?'  
>Meli can only nod.<br>

* * *

>'That's poor, Hans. Terrible science.'<br>Dr Arden glances at his dæmon, perching on the railings and tilting her head at him. 'The science is fine, Akitapen, and you know it. And don't call me Hans. It's Arthur now and you know it.'  
>The barn owl smiles, jumping from the railing and flying down to the table. 'Then you should know to call me Nepatika, shouldn't you? Explain this science then, if it's so good.'<br>Arden pokes the body on the table with a scalpel, making its arm twitch near Nepatika's foot. She jumps away, tumbling off the table and having to flap her wings frantically to get up and land on his shoulder. She looks down at the body, seeing the skin unmarred from the scalpel 'As you can see, the subject is responding perfectly to stimuli but it is harder to actually break the skin. This would create a much more powerful creature; invulnerable but still able to feel pain.'  
>Se tilts her head. 'If you can feel the pain, what's the point? Couldn't we get rid of that?'<br>Arden smirks. 'We've got a mass murderer coming in soon. I'm sure they would be happy t let us try.'  
><hr>Grace leans against the wall of her solitary cell, watching her dæmon pacing restlessly. Kit fell asleep almost an hour ago but Grace cannot close her eyes without imaging what the Sisters and going to do to her.  
>'Can you stop that?' She says in French, glaring up at Jauns. 'You're making me nervous.'<br>The horse, a pony really, stop briefly, glowering at her before continuing. 'I'm already nervous, that means you're nervous. So don't be pedantic.'  
>Grace raises an eyebrow. 'We're about to be sterilised, and you think I'm being pedantic?'<br>Jauns shakes his head, stepping towards her and resting his nose briefly on her shoulder. He goes to move away but she wraps her arms around his neck, pulling him down and forcing his knees to buckle. He complains as he lays down, but stops as her hands begin to run through his mane. 'Yes, I do. Now stop that, I want to go back to grumbling.'  
>Grace giggles, though the sound is weak and closer to a sob than a laugh. Jauns rests next to her, feeling her shaking against his side. They stay like that for the rest of the night, scared of what is coming.<br>

* * *

>Skaldne whimpers slightly as she watches Lana drive away from the hospital. She scuttles under her man's shirt, crawling all over his chest in a worried frenzy. He has to press down on her, holding her in place as he heads back to is office, tying very hard not to run.<br>'Calm down, Skal.' Thredson hisses as they reach the room, locking the door behind him. Holding her with one hand, he reaches under his shirt with the other, pulling her out and throwing her onto the table. The beetle's pain shoots through him as she struggles to stand upright and face him.  
>'She knows, Oliver, she's going to tell.'<br>Thredson rolls his eyes, beginning to collect his things and ignoring the discomfort he feels from her. 'Well, that's obvious. But, really, are we worried? We'll clearly end up in a mental hospital, all cushy and cared for.'  
>Skaldne shudders, as if the though of being cared for is repulsive to her. Thredson holds a hand and she reluctantly crawls on, clinging to his skin as if she expects him to disappear.<br>'Don't you leave me, Oliver. Don't you dare.'  
>Thredson smirks. 'Don't worry, Skal. I'll always be with you.'<br>

* * *

>'Don't move, you're hurt.'<br>Tikslas tries to push her man back onto the bed, made harder by the fact that she too is feeling the injuries. Timothy looks at her briefly before collapsing on the bed, one arm lolling over the side to touch her side as she flops on the floor.  
>'So are you, my dear.'<br>The ram shakes her head, resting her chin on the ground. The bandages around his hands and the holes in her feet make it very difficult to comfort each other, difficult to anything really except pray and speak to the other. Several priests and nuns have come to visit him, to bless his injuries and assure him that what he did wasn't his fault. They all avoided looking at his wounds and their dæmons didn't touch Tikslas once.  
>The ram looks up, head tilted. 'Will you pray with me?'<br>Timothy nods weakly, shifting an arm to grab his rosary beads. 'Lord Father, we are so grateful that you saved us, and gave us a purpose to continue. Thank you for guiding us on our way and giving us strength. We ask for...'  
>Tikslas listens to Timothy pray, knowing its all they can do.<br>

* * *

>Taget bounces into the room, leaping onto the bed next to Alma. Grace is still with Thomas and Julia, teaching them French, though Alma has no idea what they're saying.<br>'I still don't like her being here.' The rabbit frowns, sitting back on his hind legs and pulling an ear down to clean.  
>'No, but Kit won't ever get rid of them. We can't ask him to abandon his son.'<br>Taget looks up from cleaning his face, allowing his forelegs to fall slowly. 'Maybe not, but we could always get rid of her. Keep Thomas around, I know Julia likes him.'  
>Alma frowns, leaning over to stroke his nose. His ears relax a bit as she does but he is still listening out for what Grace is sharing to his baby. 'It would never work, you know that.'<br>He shudders slightly as he hears Grace say something like 'angel' and Julia and Thomas repeat it back, eagerly. 'We've got to do something, though.'  
>She picks him up, holding him against his chest as Grace encourages the children to draw what they remember, so they never forget. Taget shivers against her, hoping to lose the memories.<br>'I know, Tag. I know.'  
><hr>'No one ever named my dæmon.' Johnny says, staring straight ahead as said dæmon prowls around the woman on the table. 'I had to name her myself.'  
>The wolverine leans forward, sniffing at the woman. Her dæmon has hidden himself somewhere, probably crawled under her shirt to get away. 'Tell her how you chose it.'<br>Johnny smiles, the expression twisted on his face. He stands and walks towards the woman, grabbing a knife from the side as he does so. 'My foster parent at the time had a dæmon called Argetim, which she said meant fun in Algerian.'  
>'So we wanted a name that meant something.' The dæmon jumps in, her teeth snapping next to the woman's ear. The woman doesn't move and the wolverine smirks at her learned obedience. 'Looked online.'<br>'Couldn't find a word that really fit us for a long time.' Johnny continues, sliding the knife along her skin. 'Until I met a Lithuanian man and he uttered the most fantastic word. Nepageidaujamas. I had to know what it meant and it fit perfectly. Unwanted, it means. Just like I was.'  
>Johnny and Nepageidaujamas glare at the woman, who remains silent. Of course, dead women can't speak.<p><p> 


	31. American Horror Story: Coven

Vrhovniot watches the other dæmon fade as Fiona slashes the girl's throat. The skylark had been flying around looking at the portraits when he felt the pain across his throat. The bird burst into Dust barely halfway to his human and Fiona, still Supreme, laughs in the back of her throat.

'She clearly wasn't that close to taking the crown.' The witch smiles, sitting down and placing a hand on the tiger's head. 'I don't know what we were worried about.'

Vrhovniot shakes her hand off, scowling up at her and beginning to pace around the body. 'We were worried that she wasn't the Supreme at all. Because, if she wasn't, we now have even more problems on our hands.'

Fiona scoffs, waving a hand at Spalding to move the body. His mastiff dæmon nudges Vrhovniot slight and, with a snarl to keep her cowed, he saunters back to his girl's side.

'If she was, we're fine.' Fiona smiles, watching Spalding work with a distinct lack of interest. 'If she wasn't, we'll just have to find out who is.'

'And then?' The tiger sneers, already knowing the answer.

'And then we kill her.' Fiona smirks. 'Whoever she happens to be.'

* * *

><p>'Don't make me wear it, Delia.'<p>

Cordelia sits on her bed, one hand on her dæmon's back, the other clutching the leash they have been giving to connect them. Neither knows what it looks like, if it will be obvious to the world that her soul is being chained up like a pet.

'You know we can't risk being separated. We could wonder off in separate directions, you could fall down the stars. We have to be connected physically so we don't stretch the bond too far.'

The lynx growls, through the sound has lost its fury. 'The Salem Witches were Stretched anyway. If we underwent the trials-'

'They would never let us, Vtor. We've just got to just accept it.'

Vtoriot growls again, even weaker than before. Cordelia just continues to stoke his back, trying to sooth herself with the movement.

'We're going to be blind forever, Delia.' He mutters into the pillow, voice breaking. 'We'll never see anything, not Hank, not Fiona, not anything. I hate this.'

Cordelia frowns, feeling tears forming in her unseeing eyes. 'I know, Vtor. But you have to wear the leash.'

The lynx snarls, finally sounding fierce. They haven't lost all their fight.

* * *

><p>Marie glares after Papa Legba as he carries off the baby she offered him. Her dæmon opens his mouth, as if for a second he thinks he can sink his fangs into the spirit but Marie grabs him, pulling him back as the spirit disappears. Ratu squirms out of her grasp, hissing at her.<p>

'Don't you touch me.' The snake says, fangs dripping with venom as he speaks. 'Don't you ever, ever touch me like that again.'

She smack his tail, almost forcing him off the chair they are resting on. 'I wouldn't if you managed to restrain yourself. He owns us, he owns our soul.'

Ratu scowls at the wall, the deal having always been a sore spot for him. 'I thought I was your soul. I was expecting him to take me and he didn't.'

Marie scoffs. 'You make it sound like a bad thing. Is it not better to say here? Do you really want to leave with the spirit of death?'

Ratu suddenly lashes out, sinking his teeth into her arm. She throws him away, standing as he curls up in the corner. 'I wanted him to take me away from you.'  
>Marie leaves, staying silent.<p>

* * *

><p>Kebanggaan tilts his head up as the iguana shuffles past, the pig keeping his eyes closed in dignity. He will not bend to the black girl's pressure, he won't give her that satisfaction.<p>

'You can open your eyes, they're gone.'

The dæmon moves close to Delphine as he opens his eyes, allowing her to rest a hand on his head. 'What do you think the latest show was about?'

The girl had been parading her dæmon in front of them since they arrived but had recently began to leave him in the room with them, leaving with a smirk.

'Probably think it shows she has a soul. She must believe that, because she has a dæmon, she must be the same as us.'

Kebanggaan snorts, rolling his eyes in the direction the iguana left. 'By showing us her unnatural ways? Only freaks can keep such a distance from their dæmons.'

Delphine smirks but her eyes glance around fervently, hoping that none of the other, more powerful witches heard that. 'Of course. But, much to my dismay, we surrounded by all manner of unnatural things. It's almost insulting.'

The scoff that Kebanggaan makes tell Delphine how insulting he actually finds it.

* * *

><p>'Well, it fits I suppose.'<p>

Zoe stares at the counter, watching her dæmon inspect himself in the mirror. Taruna has only recently settled, the shock of seeing their boyfriend dying having forcing him to pick a form without even realising.

'I mean.' He says, turning his small body to face her properly. 'They call us a Black Widow, don't they? That's got to be good.'

Zoe sighs, wishing the spider didn't seem so excited about them being in the strange witch school. 'Only you could could think that it's a good thing. We killed Charlie, remember?'

Taruna shakes his tiny head, moving each leg in turn. Zoe would love to find out more about his form, to get used to how he will be for the rest of their life but she also doesn't want to be close to him when he acts like that.

'I don't think the kill is a good thing.' He admits, climbing along the wall to get to her. 'But you have to admit the magic is cool.'

Zoe sighs, holding a hand out for him to rest on. He squints, managing to transmute himself to her palm. 'Yeah, I suppose you could say that.'

* * *

><p>Madison pulls on her coat, Oddyn flying over to rest on her shoulder as soon as the fur is covering it. The skylark, only recently reunited with his girl, shakes his feathers out, glaring at the door of their room as Madison grabs their stuff, moving everything into their bag with her mind.<p>

'We'll show them, Mad.' He mutters darkly, the wardrobe beginning to shake. 'We'll make them regret this.'

Madison rolls her eyes. 'Stop being so melodramatic. You sound like a B-lister in Annie, Od.'

Oddyn begins preening, ignoring her words as they continue to pack away all their memories and souvenirs from their time at the academy, realising that none of the thoughts are happy ones. They've been wasting their lives here when they could have been famous, could have won a dozen awards by now.

'In a few months, they'll be begging me to come back.' Madison says, smirking at her own gorgeous reflection. 'They'll be telling everyone they know about how they went to school with me and how well they know me, won't they Od? Od, Oddyn are you listening?'

She looks past her dæmon, following his gaze. Kyle is stood at the door.

* * *

><p>Svica picks the coin up in his mouth, flipping it upwards and watching it fall. It lands heads and he picks it up again, throwing it over and over, sighing each time it falls, as if both the options are a disappointment. Heads, tails, tails, heads; no throw seems to cheer him up. The iguana finally stops when the door opens and Queenie walks in, carrying groceries.<p>

'What are you doing?' The girl asks her dæmon, placing the bags on the sofa and walking towards him.

'Tails for voodoo, heads for witches.' He says back. 'Only, I don't want either choice. It's infuriating.'

'Sounds it.' Queenie sighs, placing a hand on his back and picking him up, putting the coin in her pocket. 'We've still got to make a decision. We can't go back to the Salon and I don't know if the witches will have us back.'

They both look up as screams echo around the apartment. Queenie waves a hand and the sound stops, muffled by their magic. Svica sighs, his tail wrapping her arm as she cradles him.

'We'll just have to make a decision.' Queenie mutters. 'Just choose one.'

Svica snorts. 'I know, that's the problem.'

* * *

><p>The eagle flies through the neighbourhood, picking up on each person's thoughts as he passes over them. Most are boring; ideas of what to have for lunch, what to wear tomorrow, etc. Others are imaging things and Taraha soars above them for a few moments, revelling in ideas of winning the lottery, becoming famous or fighting a hundred bad guys at once. The novelty takes a while to wear off but, once it has, he curves back towards the Academy, flying through the window and landing on Nan's shoulder.<p>

'Anything interesting happening?'

Taraha shrugs, Nan running a finger through his chest feathers, straightening them out. 'Not really. One guy was going to do some terrible things but I got rid of those thoughts.'

Nan nods, the idea not a new one. Since they discovered they could change what people thought, they had been doing some low level goodness as often as they could.

'What about around here?'

Nan frowns, eyes glancing around the room, as if she expects Madison or Zoe to appear and criticise her. Of course, they won't do that, because she's made them think they shouldn't do it, even if they want to.

'Nothing interesting, I guess.'

* * *

><p>When Misty wakes, Uthnecha isn't there.<p>

There is no feeling of loss, no overwhelming pain that people always describe the loss of a dæmon as. She isn't hurting, isn't nauseous or weak so she doesn't suspect for a moment that the crocodile isn't around. Misty calls for Uthnecha, expecting for her to come rushing around a corner, shouting about all the birds and critters she's been healing while Misty was sleeping.

But she isn't there.

Misty screams when she first realises it. Some of the creatures around her, ones that had been brought back to life in her own resurgence, collapse, their life force dragged out of them as Misty unintentionally pulls it back into herself. Soon, ones that had been alive anyway are falling, Dust streaming from their bodies to recreate Misty's dæmon.

The witch collapses, the Dust swirling around her as she struggles to pull it together, wincing as she finally makes it form the right shape. Uthnecha stands there, her scales a slightly duller green, her eyes without their usual glint but she's there and Misty couldn't be happier.

'Don't you ever do that again.'

The crocodile surges forward, embracing her girl as tightly as she can.

* * *

><p>Kyle looks down at Garda as Fiona watches them, her eyebrows furrowed just slightly. The puppy shuffles closer to her man, attempting to hide behind his leg but Fiona's tiger bites her tail, pulling her out for Fiona to examine.<p>

'Not a very good guard dog, are you?' The Supreme smirks, waving a hand. 'Far too small.'

Garda didn't think there was anything more painful than dying or coming back but feeling her limbs stretched out, feeling her very nature changed in far worse. She slumps on the floor once the magic is done and Fiona has walked out, leaving Kyle to sooth her, having only been fully healed recently himself.

'What am I?' She mutters. 'What did she do to me?'

'Mastiff.' He whispers back, feeling strange to have his mind back, to be able to think properly. 'She changed your form, probably so we can help better.'

Garda stands awkwardly on larger legs, Kyle watching her to make sure she doesn't fall. 'So what do we do now? What's the point of this?'

Kyle wraps an arm around her neck, holding her close. 'Well, we are coven guard dog.'

Garda nods, accepting her duty. 'We protect the coven.'


	32. West Side Story

'Maria.' Tony mutters as the Gym begins to clear, each gang taking their girls home. Riff barely glances at him, one arm wrapped casually around Velma's shoulders. A-Rab and Baby John look once as they pass, but the whole gang follows their commander, no one making a sound.

Noapte looks up him, eyes slightly rounded. 'Did you see them? They were...'

'...beautiful.' Tony nods, sitting down next to her. Gladhand glares at him from across the room but doesn't say anything. 'Just beautiful.'

'We have to see her again.' The lynx says, resting her front paws on Tony's leg.

'We can't.' He frowns, patting her flank. 'What would Riff sa-'

'Who cares what Riff says!' Noapte says, snarling. 'Or Action or Diesel or Bernardo or-,

'Chino? I believe he's her fiancé.' Tony sighs, eyes downcast.

'I don't care. Neither does Maria, if what she said means anything.'

Tony rolls his eyes. 'You don't even know the skylark's name.'

Noapte jumps up, twisting slightly 'Let's go find out. We'll find her house, it'll be easy.'

Tony watches his dæmon, so happy and grins. 'Alright. Let's go find the girl we just kissed.'

Noapte grins, running out the gym with Tony.

* * *

><p>Mano perches on the clothing rack, looking between Noapte and Valasus, waiting for one of the dæmons to say something. Maria and Tony are trying to convince Anita but all their dæmons are just staring at each other, waiting for one to move.<p>

'You better be home in ten minutes.' Anita hisses. Her German Shepard dæmon steps forward, nose pressed against Noapte's.

'You hurt him, chica, I have a pack that will rip you to shreds.'

Noapte nods, watching the other dæmon walk after his human. Tony and Maria are talking about parents and weddings but Mano flies off the rack, landing on the lynx's back. The skylark tilts his head. 'Not worried about Valasus, are you?' He says, almost laughing.

'More scared of Soracepa, if I'm honest.' She says back, walking toward their humans. 'She threatened to bite my tail off.'

Mano nods but sighs. 'She won't touch you, none of them will ever touch you.'

'Are you going to stop them?' The lynx smiles, tilting her head.

Mano shakes his head, pressing his beak against her whiskers. 'When you and I are together, we are untouchable. That is a fact.'

The dæmons smiles, face pressed together, in love.

* * *

><p>Callani growls, leaping across the drugstore towards Soracepa. The wolf crouches, ready to receive the attack when Bernardo's voice cuts through the shouting. He and Riff are shaking hands and Callani stalks back to her human, glaring at immigrant dæmons as she goes. The cougar stands by her man's side, a stone faced guardian.<p>

Riff and Bernardo talk through the terms, one hand shaking the other's, one hand on their dæmon's head. Callani snarls when Tony runs in, shouting for a fair fight.  
>'I would enjoy to risk that.' Bernardo smirks, glancing down at Noapte. 'Alright, fair fight.'<p>

'What!'

'No!'

Pepe and Action shout and Callani turns, snarling at her second's dæmon. Sekanu glares but submits, shrinking against Action's side. Callani turns back to face Soracepa as they agree, the two of them tensing when Snowboy whistles. The gangs scatter, mixing instantly and pretending to interact. Riff and Bernardo stand together, a pack of cards instantly between them. Callani and Soracepa lean against each other, collapsing next to their men in faked affection.

'Your man will die.' Soracepa whispers, biting down next to Callani's ear.

'By tomorrow, you'll be nothing but Dust, spic.'

The two glare, threatening each other silently.

* * *

><p>Soracepa bears her teeth at the ocelot, waiting for her to attack. Their men are fighting already but the wolf is happy to wait.<p>

'Stop it! Hold it!' The Polak runs in and Soracepa jumps to Bernardo's side. Her man crouches as the Polak tries to convince them to stop.

'Think you can take the lynx, Sora?'

'Easily. Don't go soft on me now.'

Bernardo laughs, standing to get a rise out of Tony, Soracepa presses against the lynx, trying to get a reaction. Before they can get their fight, before they can kill the Polak, Riff steps in, punching Bernardo in the face. Callani leaps at her, knocking her away from the smaller dæmon. The two wrestle on the ground, claws digging in, teeth biting down. Soracepa pushes Callani away, just as Tony runs through pulling Riff away from Bernardo. The Shark jumps forward, stabbing the Jet.

The whole world stills as Tony kneels next to Riff, taking the knife from his hand. Soracepa starts running, heading toward Bernardo as Tony stands, turning and shoving the knife forwards. The wolf jumps as Bernardo falls.

Soracepa just manages to get a paw on Bernardo's chest before she starts to fade.

* * *

><p>Valasus presses her face against Soracepa's side as she and Bernardo leave to get ready for their war council. The wolf winks over her shoulder at the German Shepard as their humans share a kiss, Bernardo walking away and yelling jokes over his shoulder. Rosalia, missing the joke, believes 'etcetera' is an actual name. Anita groans.<p>

'She means well.' Consuela mutters, although her swallow dæmon shakes his head.

'There are lots of pretty names, in Puerto Rico.'

'If you love that island so much, you should go back.' Margarita rolls her eyes, sitting down with Francisca.

Valassa laughs, pressing up against Anita's side. She crouches down, helping the others mock the girl and her fantasies of their homeland. Anita, of course, wants to stay in America, as does everyone else, but they have to convince Rosalia to just shut up. Anita scratches behind her dæmon's ear as the other women start laughing Rosalia.

'You do like it here, right?' She whispers.

Valassus shrugs. 'You're here, Nardo's here, Sora's here. I'm pretty happy.

Anita laughs, smiling around at all their friends. Valassus rests his head on her knees, shaking his tail and looking up at her.

'Me to, Lassus. Me to.'

* * *

><p>Sekanu watches the PR walk into the drugstore, tensing instantly. The bobcat tilts her head, watching the dog follow his human, head bowed slightly in morning. Sekanu glances at the cellar door, making sure Doc isn't coming up anytime soon, before advancing on the German Shepard. The other dæmons follow her, circling the dog and separating him from his woman.<p>

'Will you let me pass?!' Anita cries, desperately trying to get to her dæmon, and to get down the stairs to see Doc. Action grins lopsidedly, getting in her way.  
>'She's too dark to pass.' Snowboy smirks, the gang beginning to surround her.<p>

Anita starts shouting and they all shout back, enclosing her and beginning to push her. Baby John is pushed forward, the other Jets cheering him on. Sekanu pushes John's dæmon Elina forward, growling at the dog when he tries to fight back, yowling when Elina presses him to the ground.

'Stop it! What have you been doing now?!'

The two circles disperse, each dæmon running to their man. Action scratches her head but freezes at Anita's message and Doc's rage. When the Jets leave, Sekanu rubs against his leg.

'We did good, right Action?'

He doesn't reply.

* * *

><p>Tupaki sees the Polak and his dæmon before Chino does. The jaguar turns, calling for her man in a hushed whisper. Tony is shouting, yelling for Chino to kill him, to 'get him to'.<p>

'What does he mean?' Chino whispers in Spanish, eyebrows raised.

'I don't know.' Tupaki admits. 'Get him like Nardo got Riff?'

'Like one of the Jets'll get me?' Chino sighs, collapsing next to the jaguar and looking at the gun. It's Bernardo's gun. It doesn't matter who uses it, it will always be Bernardo's gun. Just like Maria will always be his first love, no matter who she gave her heart to.

Tupaki rests her head on his lap. 'Let's not do this. We can find Maria, talk to her about this. It has to be a big mist-'

'Maria!'

Chino jumps up as he hears the American say his bride-to-be's name. He sees them running towards each other, eyes happy, and Tupaki snarls, wanting to jump at the lynx. Chino glances down at his dæmon as they run, checking for the tiny, almost unnoticeable nod she gives him. Chino raises the gun, just as Maria reaches Tony.

Chino pulls the trigger, feeling justified.

* * *

><p>Dakanamu growls, towering over the other dæmons. They all snarl at her, crouched as if too attack, although the lioness knows they never would. None of her girls would ever attack her, no matter how much she gets on their nerves. No parental issues her tail.<p>

'Do that again, Sekanu, and I won't let you in my store anymore.'

The bobcat growls but the cougar steps in front of her, protecting the older dæmon. As if she need protecting. She stalks back to her man's side, stationing herself right next to the bar. Doc scratches her back, smiling slight.

'You're a bit old to be getting involved in gang fight, aren't you?' He chuckles.

'Just breaking it up.' She says, getting Geetar and Mouthpiece's attention. 'Although, twenty years ago, things would have been different.'

Doc smiles, thinking back to those days, with the Hurricanes, fighting any kid who thought they could own the street. 'Give me a rumble over a fair fight, any day.'

'You were in a gang, Doc?' Mouthpiece says, getting the other's attention. Riff nods once and they all crowd round, a group of children waiting for a story.

Dakanamu smiles. 'You ever hear of the Hurricanes?'

* * *

><p>Krupke runs after the boys, panting slightly. He's getting far too old and far too fat to be chasing hoodlums around the streets. However, it's not like the gangs will give him any piece and the precinct won't let him retire until he's managed to stop at least one gang from littering the streets.<p>

'Calm down, Krup.' Adhikari says wrapped around his neck. 'You can get them later.'

He slows, placing his hand on the ferret's tail. She waves it slowly, attempting to console him but he shakes his head, turning to walk back to the station. Shrank'll have his head for this.

'One boy, Kari.' Krupke mutters as he walks. 'One boy and I'm set for life. I'll be the officer that caught the Sharks or the Jets or the Cougars or anyone in the act. I catch one boy and I get to retire.'

The ferret laughs lightly. 'You need to get out more, William.'

Krupke laughs. Adhikari allows him to pick her up, settling on the floor so she can move around. The two of them walk down the street, whistling a tune they heard the Jets playing.

One day they'll catch one of those stupid hoodlums.

* * *

><p>Shrank pushes through the crowd, Malamu perched on his shoulder. They, like half of New York it seems, heard the gun shot but they are the first police members to actually reach the scene. They see Krupke, along with the shop owner and dance organiser, trying to get through the people but only Doc seems to be allowed through.<p>

The pigeon flies off her man's shoulder, heading upwards to see what is happening. Shrank pushes harder as he feels her fear, managing to reach the front at the same time as the other adults. They all freeze at the sight of Tony, lying on the floor, the Puerto Rican girl crying over him. Krupke retrieves the gun from the floor as Shrank steps forward.

'Don't you touch him!' The girl screams, her dæmon flying at Malamu. The pigeon spirals back to Shrank, pressing against his ear.

'What do we do?' She mutters, as the gang members move to carry Tony off. Shrank looks at the other adults, their dæmon still and staring. He runs a hand over Malamu's back as the gangs and their girls walk off. Shrank sighs, shaking his head slowly.

'I don't think we can do anything.'


	33. Game Of Thrones

Iwayal has always cared about honour. She allowed Catelyn Tully to touch her at her wedding to Ned because of honour. She came to King's Landing because of her duty to Robert and Anige and her honour as a servant to the crown. She knows Ned has just as much honour, has just as much pride in doing his duty to the people he serves.

As Ned speaks, pledging false vows in vain hopes to save his skin, she looks around the court. They will go to the Wall, she will see Zina and explain everything. They might even stop off at Winterfell and see Denii and Nahda and Volpha and their boys. The husky dog doesn't know how her life ended like this but she can deal with it, deal with living her life with her sister and bastard daughter.

Then Joffrey is shouting and Sansa and Cersei are screaming at him. Sarki jumps up and down on the King's shoulder and Iwayal presses closer to Ned, even as he is forced to his knees. Ned rests a hand on her neck as Payne swings the sword.

She doesn't really care for honour in those seconds. Just for Ned.

* * *

><p>Daenerys glances around the pavilion, watching the Dothraki fight and feast. One hand rests on the bump in the belly, while the other waves to the Dothraki women who smile at her in the middle of their dance. Manman crawls around her feet, watching the dæmons that approach with care. Drogo's horse dæmon barely looks at him, happy that the salamander can protect himself.<p>

'Viserys is not happy.' Manman whispers, crawling up to rest on the arm of his chair.

'He doesn't see why we should stop and celebrate.' Dany mutters back, resting her free hand on his back to sooth him. They both look over at her brother, sweating and dirty, fly dæmon weak on his shoulder.

'He does not see anything beside his future crown.' Manman hisses, glaring at the fly that buzzes around Viserys' head. The 'dragon' doesn't allow them to address his dæmon by name anymore, saying that a King's dæmon was not named by the wife of a horse lord. 'Idiot.'

Dany smiles, watching the Dothraki continue to celebrate her pregnancy. Four men are already dead but she just smiles along. 'He's not a dragon, Manman.'

'No.' The salamander smiles, breathing steam. 'But we are.'

* * *

><p>Sarki flies around Joffrey's head, laughing at the display in front of them. A young Stark bannerman has been captured and the young boy has been put up against the King's finest knights, to show the Seven Kingdoms what happens to traitors. The wasp lands on Joffrey's shoulder, still giggling to herself.<p>

'Look at him run.' She hisses, watching the smile tug at Joff's lips. The boy had dropped his sword instantaneously, having decided to flee from his opponents instead.  
>'Look at Sansa.' He whispers back, both their eyes flickering to the redhead.<p>

Sansa is watching the fight, too scared to look away. Her eyes are brimming with tears but she has managed to stop the tears from flowing. Every so often, her eyes glance towards the direwolf banner, discarded by the boy.

'We should have kept her wolf's head. Shown it off to the Starks.'

Joffrey laughs, watching as a his knights step forward as one, drilling their spears into the bannerman. Sansa gasps but doesn't look away, Nainen on her shoulder trembling. The dove's wings flutter and Sarki buzzes, flying into the air, spinning circles around her man.

'Oh well.' Joff mutters. 'There are more wolves to kill.'

* * *

><p>Jon watches Ghost and Zina tumble around on the floor, the direwolf teaching the albino dæmon how to fight. Most of the other Watch dæmons could be trained by Ser Alliser but Jon's wolf was just bigger than Thorne's bobcat.<p>

'How's training going?'

Jon looks up at Sam, wincing slightly when Ghost catches Zina's shoulder. 'Fine. Zi used to practice with Volpha and Nahda all the time. She used to this.'

'Used to rolling around in the hay with a monster?'

Jon sighs as Ser Alliser's voice travels across the courtyard, from where his dæmon is fighting Pyp's. Tears are streaming down the younger man's face but he says nothing, watching his dæmon get hurt.

'Tell me, Bastard, can dæmons get pregnant?'

Ghost has frozen on the floor. Zina is pinning him down, forcing him not to attack as Thorne walks off, laughing.

'Ignore him, ignore him.' Zina is whispering as she lets Ghost up, biting down on his ear.

'I don't think Ghost understand you.' Jon says, placing a hand on each of their heads.

'He does, Jon.' Zina smiles, Ghost nodding along. 'Don't be stupid.'

For a moment, Ned Stark's Bastard feels as if he has two dæmons.

* * *

><p>'Adha.' Tyrion hisses, watching his lion cub dæmon creep closer and closer to the window ledge. He is still on the bed, bandages covering his face and cannot from it but his dæmon is tugging on their bond as much as she can. 'Adha stop.'<p>

'I just want to see.' She mutters back, tail swishing.

'See what?' Tyrion mutters, more to himself than her. 'Some knights that almost had me killed?'

'One knight.' Adha smirks, turning to face him. 'And Pod took him out easily, not much of a knight.'

Tyrion glares, eyes narrowing slightly. 'That's not the point. Now would you come here.'

Adha shrugs, jumping back towards him. Unharmed and non-stunted as usual, Adha's agility makes up for Tyrion's lack of. Still, she's no good in a fight agains a bigger dæmon, so it doesn't mean anything. 'Aww, is the big bad dwarf angry.'

He tugs on her whiskers weakly, ignoring the twinge in his own face. 'Shut up, would you? I'm not exactly feeling well.'

She tilts her head, lying down next to him. 'I know, Tyrion, I know. But it'll get better I promise.'

He rubs her back gently. 'How could it get any worse?'

* * *

><p>Cersei let's out a scream the second she enters her room. Jaime looks up for a second, concerned, but Saundaryus growls, jumping towards Tutana. Jaime pulls her back towards him and the two of them turn, leaving the room as quickly as possible. Cersei falls, landing face down on the bed and crying into the covers. He's dead, he's gone, her poor baby boy.<p>

'I want that cub dead.' Her tiger dæmon rumbles, pacing around the room, just barely stretching their bond. 'I want her pulled from her man until...until...'

Cersei nods, sitting up, tears still steaming down her face. Saundaryus jumps upwards, landing next to her and allowing her to bury her face in his neck.

'Father won't let him get away with this. Even if Joff wasn't mine, he killed the king! He'll burn in all seven Hells for this, Daryus.'

Saundaryus turns his head, trying to provide her with some comfort, but she pushes him away, still shaking. Daryus, feeling her anger, begins to growl, the noise causing the wooden bed to tremble slightly.

'We'll get them, Cersei. I promise you, on every god this side of the Wall, we'll get Tyrion and we'll kill him.'

* * *

><p>Volpha flies into the sky, watching her armies spread out across the encampment. The Karstarks departure is easily noticed and she sighs, spiralling back down to Robb, landing on his shoulder and nuzzling close to his ear.<p>

'Numbers are growing small but we're still good. We can last this journey.'

Robb nods, raising one hand to stroke the eagle's feathers and lowering the other one to Grey Wind's head. The direwolf looks up, eyes lidded.

'Go hunt, boy.' Robb says, nudging him away. 'Just clean up before you come back.'

Grey Wind yips, running into the surrounding forests. Volpha wishes she could go with him, fly along and catch some mice but she is needed here, with Robb and Talisa and Spleran.

'We're needed at the main tent.' She mutters, seeing a squire running out of the centre tent. Their mother stares after him, shaking her head with her falcon dæmon sighing. Robb nods, heading towards that direction.

'Do you think we can win this war?' He whispers as they walk through the camp.

'Of course, we can.' Volpha caws, batting one wing against the side of his head. He laughs. 'We just have to get to the Twins first.'

* * *

><p>Ihalas settles when Arya watches her father have his head removed. Well, she doesn't watch, but she hears. She hears the crowd yelling, a mix of cheer and screams. She hears Sansa and Cersei shouting for Payne to stop, to let Arya's father go. But, worse of all, she hears Ihalas howling, trying to push past Yoren's dæmon to reach the executioner.<p>

As the crowd disperses, bored now the King and Queen Regent have left, Yoren shouts some orders at her, pushing her to the ground and walking off. She glares after him and Ihalas jumps next to her, snarling across at Yoren. She turns her head and watches him.

'Couldn't you get bigger? Take him out.'

'Can't get any bigger.' Ihalas mutters. 'Can't smaller, or wider, or nothing.'

Arya's drops, looking at her dæmon. Looking at her wolf dæmon. He's big, bigger than a regular wolf, and looks like Nymeria and Ghost and Zina.

'Well, that's good.' She smiles despite herself, pushing herself to her feet. 'We're gonna need that, up at the Wall.'

'You never know, we might find Nymeria along the way.'

Arya laughs, running through the streets of King's Landing, desperate to forget what just happened.

* * *

><p>Nainen flies through King's Landing, keeping slightly ahead of Sansa and Ser Dontos. Dontos' pug dæmon is running behind him, constantly looking back down the street to check they aren't being followed. Nainen spirals down, landing on Sansa's shoulder and nuzzling up to her cheek, like he had seen Volpha do hundred of times with Robb. Now, with his sister-dæmon faded, it brings him even more comfort than normal.<p>

'You need to cover up.' Dontos whispers, glancing around.

'How do you expect me to do that?' The dove hisses back, too confused to be polite, both joyous and terrified by Joffrey's death. He doubts anyone who hates the King would wish Sansa harm but that doesn't mean the Queen or anyone else would be happy with her running away from the Wedding. It doesn't exactly look very innocent.

Sansa raises her free hand to Nainen's neck, attempting to calm her dæmon slightly. 'It's alright.'

'How is it alright?' Nainen says, looking around as they come to a boat, expecting guards to appear and drag them back to the citadel. 'We are going to be hunted, outlawed for a crime we didn't commit.'

Sansa smiles, shaking her head. 'We're free.'

* * *

><p>Bran never wanted Nahda to settle. He had seen Volpha, Zina and Nainen settle and he and Rickon had privately decided they didn't want Nahda and Denii settling. He liked Nahda flying around him as he climbed, sticking to the walls or clinging to his back.<p>

Then he gets pushed off the tower and he doesn't see her for a while.

Bran dreams. Dreams of flying, of falling, of ravens with three eyes. He dreams of Nahda and she dreams of him, the two of them unable to interact, unable to touch each other or comfort the other.

Bran blinks awake with such a strange feeling in his legs. He tries to move them, to swing out of his bed and almost screams aloud when he finds he can't. Instead, trying to calm himself, he looks for Nahda knowing she will have woken with him.

She is watching him from the bedpost, perched on it easily. She is a raven and Bran knows, in his heart, she won't ever change from thank.

'I can't move my legs.' He mutters, stirring the person sat next to his bed.

'I can't move my wings.' She whispers back, hoping towards him.

Bran cries.


	34. Pacific Rim

Romaani watches the screen, frowning at the images shown of the fight in Namibia. She winces when the Kaiju breaks through the wall, scattering the bricks over the people below. She perks up a little when she sees a Jaeger follow it through the gap, blasting the creature through the back.

'Good old, Behati.' Raleigh mutters, sitting in behind her and scratching her back. Their dinner is perched on his knee as he settles in to watch the new with the other workers. 'Who's she with again?'

'That Sudanese guy, Tayeb, remember?' The coyote says, turning her head to snatch some bacon off his plate. 'We worked with them in Cameroon.'

'Oh, yeah. Teen prodigies weren't they? Yancy hated working with them.'

The others around them go quiet, Romaani twisting her neck to glare at Raleigh. To his credit, his own face has fallen, lost in painful memories of his brother death, not all of them his own.

Romaani whines, the emotions hitting her hard, and shuffles to lie next to him, head resting on his shoes. Her own mind goes to the wild-dog that would curl up with her in the drift, as close physically as their men were mentally. 'I miss them. I miss everything, even fighting.'

Raleigh's eyes flick to the screen as another Kaiju appears behind the African Jaeger, taking them by surprise. Romaani shudders against him, tail falling limp. 'I'm sorry Ro, but I definitely don't miss the fighting. We are not going back.'

* * *

><p>Mako doesn't know what is stranger; the second mind wrapped completely around hers or the fact that Vaara is sat barely a foot from Raleigh and edging closer each minute. Romaani seems torn between Mako and her dæmon, stuck halfway between them with her ears flat to her head.<p>

'Alright! Time!'

Mako shudders as she is pulled out of the drift. Vaara, remembering himself, scurries ack to her, jumping over the coyote to reach her. Since Mako's failed piloting of a Jaeger, they've been doing practice drops so it doesn't happen again. Raleigh almost stops but Romaani is obviously distressed so Mako waves him on, sitting down against the simulator wall, Vaara resting on his haunches beside her.

'I think that went well.' The wolf mutters in Japanese, ignoring the confused looks some of the tech workers send them. 'For one, we didn't kill anyone.'

Mako nudges him with her shoulder, smiling gently. 'Maybe father will let us try agin with a real one soon.'

They sigh in unison as the room empties. They are all too used to being in this room, although normally people aren't wary of them when they practice. Vaara stretches slightly, lying down and rolling over, paws dangling in the air. 'We'll pilot a Jaeger, Mako. I know we will.'

Mako just scratches his stomach, smiling to herself as his tongue lolls out. She doesn't need to say anything because they both know he's right. They will be a Ranger one day. They just will.

* * *

><p>It is very rare for their to be a silence in the LOCCENT, rare that enough of the technicians have stopped speaking to focus on one thing. But, then again, it's also incredibly rare that they get a new Marshall, especially one with such a huge dæmon.<p>

Isä watches the dæmons around her with mild interest, smiling to herself when they catch her looking and scurry back to their humans. Stacker is working with Choi and glares at her every time she scares one of the smaller dæmons but the bear just shrugs, resting her head on the ground to watch the technicians work and her little girl play.

Mako collides with Stacker's legs, babbling about one of the scientists and how he was mean. The Marshall picks her up easily, comforting her while still talking to Choi, with the practiced ease of a parent.

Vaara has latched onto Isä's arm, mimicking her form and whining. The bear rolls her eyes at Stacker and nudges the smaller bear with her nose, trying to calm him down. Stacker is rocking from side to side, still talking as the motion manages to lull Mako into a sleep. The girl isn't a baby but she is still fresh from a trauma so she needs as much comfort as he can give her.

Isä smiles as the room grows even quieter, the technicians allowing Mako to sleep soundly. Stacker winks and kisses her forehead. They make pretty good parents, no matter what people say.

* * *

><p>Tuuletin hit the ground, breathing deeply as Newt starts the drift. Kaijus have no dæmon so the squid has nothing to link with, only emptiness and the pain Newt was feeling. Newt himself had fallen too but he had managed to get himself into a chair as the memories hit him while his soul writhed around on the ground.<p>

'Newton! Newton, what have you done?!'

The pain washed away as Gottleib appears, pulling the headset off Newt and shaking him wildly. Tiede scuttles over to her, one tiny claw resting on Tuuletin's tentacles. Hermann scoops her up hastily, limping out of the room with a promise to return. The squid begins to pull herself towards Newt, whining at each movement until she is able to rest her tentacles on his leg. He takes a deep breath, leaning forward in the seat to lift her onto his lap, slumping once he has managed it.

'Don't do that again.' Tuuletin manages to say through laboured breaths.

'Might have to.' Newt says back. 'After what we discovered, we'll have to find out more stuff.'

'Make someone else do it.' She says, as they hear someone marching down the corridor to their lab. 'Please, Newt, please don't make me go through at again. I can't do it.'

Newt nods weakly, beginning to shake as he holds his dæmon close to his chest. They wanted to know why they were being attacked, why the Kaiju were fighting them.

They don't really want to know anymore.

* * *

><p>'Stupid, stupid, stupid, stupid.'<p>

Tiede sighs as her man limps along, clinging tight to the hand holding his cane. 'If it's so stupid, why are we going to help?'

Hermann stops briefly, glaring down at her before continuing to limp through the rubble. The helicopters have more important things to be getting on with so had dropped him as close to Newton as possible then flown off, leaving him to make his own way to the scientist. Tiede wraps her tail around his wrist as he picks up speed, scared she's going to fall off.

'Newton, idiotic as he is, needs our help. I can't just abandon him to his own moronic tendencies.'

The salamander shakes her head, yelling as she spots the Kaiju body in the distance. Hermann picks up his speed, wincing as his leg flares up in pain. His dæmon pats his hand with her claw, the pain affecting her as well.

'You can't stop now, Herm. We have to keep going.'

The scientist nods, continuing through the pain and making it to Newt's side, picking up the phone as he gets there. Tiede looks up, worried, as he takes the call. 'Two signatures? Two?'

Tiede looks down at Tuuletin, confused as the two rant at each other about who is right and who is wrong. Tiede slides down the cane to reach the squid, head tilted. 'You alright?'

'We're drifting again. I can't drift on my own.'

Tiede looks up as her man speaks. 'You won't.'

* * *

><p>Chuck stares at his father, not really knowing what to do, what to say. His dæmon stands behind his leg, awkwardly nudging her nose towards the pit-bull next to his dad's side. Iskijä shuffles closer to Chuck's leg, looking up at him in his drift suit, about to go on what could be their last mission.<p>

But his dad isn't going with him.

Max starts barking and Iskijä moves forward, the Rottweiler pressing noses with the bulldog. Sainsen moves behind Herc, sitting herself behind Max and staring at the bigger dog, obviously wanting to comfort her daughter-dæmon. Iskijä looks up at Sainsen for a second, muscles moving as if to embrace the other dæmon before she flinches, rushing back to her human and hiding between his legs.

Chuck sighs and bends down, first comforting his dæmon then saying goodbye to Max. He's already began to cry but this, fussing his dog for possibly the last time, is getting to much for him. Iskijä presses against his legs as he stands, nodding to his father and turning around, heading towards the elevator. Iskijä trots between his legs as he walks away from their father, both of them focusing on not looking back.

'Stacker! That's my son you've got there.' Herc shouts from behind him, voice choking. 'My son.'

Chuck squares his shoulders as the elevators move, his dæmon glaring up at Stacker's bear. He is his father's son and they are going to make him proud, whatever it takes.

* * *

><p>'Did you get it? Did ya, dad?!'<p>

Herc smiles as his son rushes through the crowd to reach him, new puppy cradled in his arms. Iskijä is flying above them, flying at Sainsen as soon as the pit-bull is finished talking to Scott's dæmon. Herc's brother laughs, walking into the crowd as Herc ruffles Charles' hair and takes the dog from the ten year old.

'Course I did, Charlie. Did you ever doubt me?'

The boy laughs, squirming as his dad tickles under his armpits. One day, they will drift and every little secret will come spilling out, all of Herc's guilt for not saving his wife but, for now, they are just father and son, celebrating another victory.

'Charlie?' Sainsen says, softly pushing Iskijä away as the younger dæmon shifts to a wildcat. 'Why don't you go play?'

Charlie nods, taking Max from his dad and running back through the crowd, Iskijä jumping on his back as a monkey. Scott bumps Herc's shoulder, following his nephew with a shout. Herc sits down next to Sainsen, wrapping an arm around her neck.

'Another successful drop, Sain.'

She smiles, leaning on his shoulder. 'That's 10 now, this is getting easy. We need a challenge.'

He snorts, smacking her head lightly. 'Don't push our luck. We've only had category two's so far. It could get much worse.'

Sainsen shrugs, stretching before shaking out and standing. 'Whatever, Hercules. We'll still beat them. Now, let's go find Stacker.'

Herc laughs, reentering the party.

* * *

><p>Alexander Harris looks out over Hong Kong, scowling at the ocean where he can see the Jaeger and Kaiju battling it out. He rolls his eyes and heads back to his shelter, his own personal one because he refuses to trust a public one again.<p>

'What's happening Chau?' His dæmon says, already sitting on the bed as he shuts the door behind him.

'Just another Kaiju fight, nothing to worry about.' Hannibal shrugs, holding a hand out for her to jump onto. 'And I thought you didn't like that name.'

Markkinat frowns, scurrying up his arm to reach his shoulder. The rat settles there as he sits on the bed, waiting out the attack. 'I don't like any alias, you know that. Just because this is the best one doesn't mean I actually like it.'

He snorts, tugging slightly on her tail. 'Like yours is any better. Since when do you speak Finnish?'

She bites his ear, which only causes him to laugh more. 'I can use google. Like you thought up 'Hannibal' all by yourself.'

The grin fades from both their faces as the ground shakes, the scream of a Kaiju echoing through the entire city. Hannibal lays down and scowls at the ceiling, good eye boring into the dingy metal as they hear the groan of metal moving through the streets.

'Bloody Jaegers.' Markkinat hisses, pressing herself closer to him.

Hannibal doesn't say anything, just staring. The Jaegers may win every battle but they are losing the war.


	35. Teen Wolf (TV series)

'That's just not funny.' Neta says, glaring at the image Stiles has left on their bed. It's a bit rude, a bit stupid and not, in any way, funny.

Scott chuckles at the image, completely ruining Neta's point. She glares slightly but he just shakes his head, still smiling. 'It's a little bit funny.'

The husky puppy scowls, jumping across the room at him. His claws come out instinctively as she moves, catching her and falling backwards, landing on the bed with a thump. They wrestle for a second until Melissa shouts at them through the wall. Scott stills, Neta resting on his chest.

'Do you think Allison will be there tomorrow?' He says, voice pining.

She rolls her eyes, biting lightly down on his arm. 'You're pitiful, you know that right? And yes, Xub said they would be going.'

Scott smiles, thinking of seeing her at the lacrosse game. He allows himself to be lost in thoughts of his girlfriend, despite his dæmon's whining that he's obsessed. All he knows is he loves her and is sure he always will.

'Pathetic.' Neta bites down on his shoulder, harder and his fangs pop out.

'I'll show you pathetic.'

Scott growls.

* * *

><p>Xub flies off Allison's shoulder as the man runs at them. The hawk's claws dig into his lynx's back, just as Allison kicks his feet out from under him. The man tries to grab her shirt and pull her down but she spins, managing to get him on his front, while Xub presses a talon into the lynx's throat.<p>

'Very well done, Allison.'

The two of them release their opponents but keep their posture tensed. Even if they are currently being praised, the session has not been called to an end and another opponent could be waiting in the shadows. Xub speeds to Allison's shoulder as Gerard emerges from the dark.

'Very good. Put the knife down, training's over for the day.'

Xub takes one more glances around before Allison put the blade in the holder, concealed in her boot. The hawk goes on high alert, listening out for any signs of danger. Even if training is over, the wolves still know where they live.

Allison smiles as Gerard walks away, taking her defeated opponent with him. She grabs her knife again, for the run home. 'Those wolves aren't ready.'

'Oh, they'll be ready.' Xub smiles. 'Just not for us.'

* * *

><p>Adabaghi glares down at Neta and Takut, waiting for them to take the hint and leave. Despite being werewolf's dæmons and therefore being stronger, the fox is still bigger than the two puppies and can, sometimes intimidate them. Stiles is equally glaring at Scott and Isaac. The former is still happily ranting about theories and ideas while the latter is desperately tugging on his arm.<p>

Finally, the two leave, their husky and wolf pup dæmons hurrying after them. Stiles sighs in relief, turning back to his research. They know there is a darach, and they know they are sacrificing people in three but they need to figure out how many threes.

'Three, five or seven.' Stiles says, flicking through a dozen pages on the Internet. 'Scott thinks three, I think five.'

'Three times five is fifteen.' Adabaghi says, jumping onto his desk. 'The same as three plus five plus seven.'

'But what other categories?' Stiles says, opening six new tabs to see what Druids consider magic. 'How many Philosophers does Beacon Hills have? What about Guardians, Crafters, Beasts?'

Adabaghi sighs, pressing her tail to his wrist. 'It'll be okay, we'll figure it out.'

Stiles smirks, scratching her ear. 'I know.'

* * *

><p>Derek smirks as Adabaghi scrambles out of the room, biting the back of Stiles' shirt to take him with her. Serigala shakes her tail, dropping the snarl and smiling up at him. He looks down at the wolf- ironic form, he knows- and lets his hand drop to her head, rubbing the top of it gently.<p>

'Stupid boy.' She mutters as her expression goes lax under the treatment. Her voice is a mixture of exasperation and fondness. 'He should leave the fighting to the people who can heal.'

'Stiles isn't actually fighting though, is he? Just researching.'

Serigala snorts slightly. 'Yes, because the Kanima will take that into account, won't he. Stiles is just researching.'

The wolf dæmon jumps up onto the top of the carriage, the leap only possible because of her man's lupine side. Derek looks up at her, rolling his eyes slightly. 'I'm not saying he's not in danger, I'm just saying we might have more important things to think about.'

'Like what?' She replies, tail wagging back and forth. 'Some kids that care nothing about us and will probably get killed the second they go into battle.'

Derek's eye flash and he snarls. 'Yes. Our pack.'

* * *

><p>Menjerit looks around the classroom as Lydia solves the equation on the board. The raven dæmon next to him glares at the monkey, angry that Lydia can work so well despite half her brain being distracted. Menjerit just rolls his eyes, looking at the empty spaces around the classes. Scott, Stiles, Allison, Isaac, Ethan, Aiden and Kira. He wonders what is so important that all of the supernatural community must be involved.<p>

'Apart from us.' Lydia whispers as they leave the classroom ten minutes later. 'So can't be that important.'

'Or it's dangerous and they think we need protecting.'

Lydia scowls as she collects her things from her locker. She'll head over to Derek's loft, probably stumble across some "epic" battle and put herself in "danger". Please. No ones dying today, especially not her. She gets into her car, Menjerit crawling into the passenger seat and relaxing.

'Lets not go to Derek's.' He says, leaning straight back in his seat.

'Why?' Lydia frowns. 'Don't you want to know what's happening?'

The monkey shrugs. 'Allison'll tell us and Stiles will write up a full report later. Let's go home and do some homework.'

Lydia smiles. 'Okay. But first, we'll go shopping.'

* * *

><p>Jackson storms out of the locker room, not caring if anyone notices and not expecting anyone to really care. They're all too busy crowding around McCall, congratulating him on making co-captain. The guy's been on the team two months and now Coach has decided to give him co-captaincy. It makes no sense and it's definitely not fair.<p>

'You might want to calm down a bit.' Tersesat whispers in his ear from her place curled around his neck. 'Remember, you're still captain.'

'Co-captain.' He hisses, reminding the world why she Settled as a snake. 'The same rank as McCall. Coach couldn't give him vice captain or deputy, he had to give him-'

'I know.' She cuts him off, looking around the empty corridors as they head to his Porsche. 'But please calm down, we don't want anyone to see.'

'No one's going to see because no is looking at us. They're all looking at Scott freaking McCall. Teachers, students, everyone. Even Lydia doesn't look at me when he's around.'

'So?' Tersesat says as they drive off. 'Lets get better at Lacrosse and show Coach he was wrong.'

'Oh, I'll show him.' Jackson says, smirking. 'I'll show them all.'

* * *

><p>Kira swirls the katana around smiling to herself at the ease of it. Guntur rests on her bed post, his little face bunched up in pride. Although he cannot fight himself, the elf owl likes seeing her practice and getting her thrill from it. Kira spins to a stop, sword centimetres away from Guntur's face, causing the small owl to fall backwards onto the mattress. Kira giggles.<p>

Guntur ruffles his feathers and narrows his eyes at her. 'Don't do that.'

Kira laughs, dropping the sword and picking him up. He struggles again, getting flee and flying in a wide arc around the roof. He lands on her shoulder, biting slightly on her ear. She smiles at him, scratching his stomach and making him shake out his feathers. A noise a window makes them both turn, Kira instinctively picking up the katana again. They both relax when they realise it's just the wind.

'We need to cool down a bit.' Guntur sighs, leaning on her ear. 'This is getting ridiculous.'

Kira's ears twitch slightly as she hears her mother walk in, arguing with her father. She shakes her head, sheathing her sword. 'Actually, I think we need to be on alert.'

* * *

><p>Takut whines as Neta and Serigala jump at each other, rolling around on the floor and trying to bite the other. Derek and Scott's argument hasn't turned physical yet but they are inches away from each other, shouting about what they should do about the Alpha Pack and the wolf puppy is just stood there, staring at the fights and pressing herself against the wall.<p>

'You okay?'

She looks up, smiling sadly as Isaac as he slides down the wall to sit next to her. He stretches his legs out and she collapses over them, his fingers threading through the fur on her neck.

'Don't like shouting.' She whispers into his knee, eyes closed in an attempt to ignore it. The voices just seem to get louder. Isaac places one hand on her ear, the other massaging her back.

'It'll be okay.' He says, kissing her head. She looks up, licking his cheek and pressing her neck to his. The two collapse like that, too exhausted to keep up with the fighting, to keep up with the two-maybe-one pack. They fall asleep against the wall, smiling to themselves.

No one notices until four and a half hours later.

* * *

><p>Api glares at the hawk until he and his hunter leave the loft. The rest of the pack go with Argent, leaving the cougar alone with her werewolf. Peter pats her head once, reclining easily on the steps. Api shakes her head, snarling under her breath.<p>

'I can't believe they trust a hunter more than us.' She sounds like a petulant child but he nods along with her.

'One day their trust in humans might get them killed.' He smirks. 'Or their family.'

Api snarls, jumping up so her face in inches from his. 'Don't mention them so flippantly. Don't joke about their deaths!'

He rises onto the balls of his feet, growling back at her. 'I'm not ignoring what we went through, what you went through, but those children do. They forget the Argents are killers and that the girl will surely follow her Aunt's footsteps.'

They stay like that for a few moments, teeth bared and eyes narrowed. Peter knows, if it wasn't suicidal, Api would attack him for the slight on her family.

'Well, if they're not wary, we'll have to be.' She says finally, relaxing.

He smirks. 'Uncle Peter, pack protector.'

They laugh at the idea.

* * *

><p>Akuma turns her head to where the other Alpha dæmons are sparing. Deucalion places a hand on his wolverine dæmon's head, smirking as Ethan and Aiden's jackal dæmons roll each other into the dust.<p>

'Enjoying yourself?' Akuma raises her head to Kali's voice, reaching her nose out for Shi. The lion touches noses with her but he offers no more contact.

'Quite.' Deucalion says, smiling. Kali sits down next to him, watching the fighting, as Tsuin manages to pin his sister to the ground. Daburu laughs, pushing him up and jumping over to the older dæmons. Aiden follows his dæmon while Ethan scratches stays with his for a few seconds, scratching the male jackal behind the ear.

'Ready for the war then?' Aiden smirks, earning him a nip from Daburu as their brothers join them.

'What war?' Ethan laughs slightly. 'Even without Ennis, we'll walk all over them.'

Kali snarls at the mention of her friend and Akuma rolls her blind eyes slightly. The she-wolf is impossible to tame once her eyes are on a mission. That's very helpful for Deucalion's plans.

Shi growls, a low rumble. 'We will kill them all.'

'No.' Deucalion leers. 'We'll hunt them down.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This was written just after season 3 aired so certain characters (Liam, Malia) didn't get a section when they would if I were to write it now. Also my take on characters like Peter and Kira are based on how they appeared then.**


	36. Digimon Adventure

'Tai, why do you already have a digimon?'

Tai blinks, looking down at Agumon and shrugging. The dinosaur like creature tilts his head, looking at Yuki with a frown. The lynx merely stares back, daring the rookie to do something.

'She's not a digimon, Agumon. She's a dæmon, my dæmon.'

'What's a dæmon?'

Yuki laughs as her man launches into a big speech about souls and settling and stretching and everything else under the sun. Agumon just gets more and more confused, looking to Yuki to get him out of the situation. She just shakes her head, jumping down from Tai's shoulders and walking up to the 'mon.

'You know not to ask Tai things, Agu. He never shuts up.'

Tai freezes, glaring at her. 'I do to.'

'Oh yeah.' She smirks at Agumon, winking the eye Tai couldn't see. 'Prove it.'

Tai sits, one hand over his mouth. Agumon laughs quietly, realising exactly what Yuki had done. She shushes him, the two of them moving away from Tai to talk properly. Yuki stops before she could tug on the bond and Agumon sits down with her, smiling.

kkk'How did you know to do that?'

Yuki laughs, wrapping her tail around his shoulders and looking away from her man. 'Tai and I have been together our whole lives. I used to change shape with his moods, I've only just stopped. Besides, Tai's gullible.'

Yuki realises her mistake instantly, as Tai jumps at her. All three laugh, running around the camp.

* * *

><p>'Mici, come back!' Gabumon shouts, watching the small dog disappear from view. He doesn't really know what Amicizia is, but he knows he likes her and that she is important to Matt.<p>

'It's okay, Gabumon, she won't go far. She just looking for some food.'As if in response, the labrador leaps out of the bushes, holding a branch in her teeth. There is only a few fruits on there but enough to share between her family. She goes to TK first, letting him, Patamon and Asa have the food first before returning to Matt.

'This was all I could get.'

Matt places a hand on her neck, smiling reassuringly. 'It's great, Mici. If us show me the plant, me and Tai can chop the rest down.'

The dog nods, flopping down next to her man and his digimon. Gabumon looks between and almost leaves when Matt's other hand falls onto his back.

'Not going anywhere are you?' Mici teases, tail wagging slightly.

'I was going to find that tree, maybe bring the others food.' Gabumon can see Tai and Mimi's faces, both affronted that they didn't get anything.

'I'll show them later, it'll be more efficient. Besides, most of it was for TK.'

Matt nods, eyes closed and head resting against the side of the tree. Mici half crawls onto his lab and Gabumon rests against his side. Matt pulls out his harmonica, filling the camp with music, causing the animals to smile.

Gabumon could get used to this.

* * *

><p>Katresnan curls tighter around Sora's neck as she walks along, head bowed sadly. Biyomon walks beside them, trying to cheer both the girl and the lizard up. Both ignore the digimon, their thoughts on what DemiDevimon said. Sora wrapsa hand around her crest, as if about to throw it away.<p>

'Don't.' Katresnan whispers, shaking his head. 'Just don't.'

'Why not?' Sora says, keeping her voice to low for Biyomon to hear. 'I'll never make it glow.'

'You don't know that.' Katresnan whines, looking down at their digimon. 'You can't just listen to what that stupid digimon said. He doesn't know you, I do.'

Sora doesn't reply but she takes her hand off the crest. Katresnan glances down at Biyomon who just stares at Sora, clearly afraid for her human partner. Katresnan crawls down Sora's arm, heading towards Biyomon. His human barely notices.

'What's wrong with Sora?' Biyomon asks, eyes wide. 'She can't still be upset about what DemiDevimon said, can she?'

Katresnan nods, sighing. 'She thinks she can't love, Biyo. You know Sora, she can be as stubborn as Tai when she wants to.'

Biyomon's eyes droop slightly. 'But she has people who love her, doesn't she? Me, you, her mother-'

'Her mother is the very reason she feels this way.' He scowls, thinking of his father-dæmon who used to pin him down to stop them leaving. 'Toshiko can be quite strict.'

The digimon shakes her head, 'But we still love her, don't we?'

Katresnan nods. 'We do.'

* * *

><p>'Are we there yet?'<p>

Chishiki holds tight to Kabuterimon's horn, scared of letting go and falling. Izzy is behind her, perched on the digimon's skull with nothing to hang onto. Despite this, he seems to be faring much better, even smiling as the breeze rushes through his hair.

'Nearly.' He shouts back over the wind. 'We'll be landing soon.'

They begin to descend, Chishiki grabbing the horn tighter. Izzy laughs behind her and the monkey glares, fully intending to get him once they land. Kabuterimon sets down behind a building, waiting for the two of them to jump down before shrinking down to Tentomon. Izzy throws the digimon his coat and hat as Chishiki jumps to his shoulder, pinching his ear.

'Where are we meeting?'

Izzy flicks her tail as Tentomon pulls on his disguise. 'Tai said they'd be in the park by 3.'

Chishiki and Tentomon sigh in unison as they head off, glancing at each other. It's still only twenty past 2, so why they rushed is a mystery. Izzy, seemingly oblivious, continues on, his digimon hurrying to keep up and his dæmon clinging to shoulder.

'So, what are we going to do for half an hour?' The monkey asks, glaring at her man slightly as they enter the park.

Izzy drops down next to a tree, pulling out his laptop. 'What do you think? I've still got loads of research to do.'

Chishiki shrugs, curling up in his lap. There are worse ways to spend a Saturday.

* * *

><p>Mimi sits in her room, fully prepared to pamper herself for a hour or six. Palmon and Seijitsu are sat in the corner, smiling at her in that annoying "Oh Mimi, you're so silly" way. She just turns her nose up at them, looking through her wardrobe for new outfits to try, new combinations to put together. She then moves to grab her makeup and hair products, hoping to make herself look perfect before she sees the others again later.<p>

'Mimi.' Seijitsu say with an affectionate sigh. 'You don't have to get dressed up. No one will mind.'

Mimi pouts, hands on hips as she glares at her dove dæmon. 'I have been wearing the same outfit for weeks and haven't been able to refresh my eyeliner for all that time. I am not going out without looking fabulous.'

She stomps a foot, turning back to her clothes, trying to pick out the right dress. Palmon shuffles forward, looking at the dresses, blouses and trousers with a confused frown. 'Are you going to wear all of these?'

Seijitsu chuckles from the corner, fluttering his wings. Mimi glowers at him, turning back to smile at Palmon. 'No, only one or two, depends how well they go together. Whichever one makes me look best.'

Palmon looks up at her, still confused. 'But Mimi, you look good in everything.'

Mimi grins, pulling Palmon into a hug and sticking her tongue out a Seijitsu. 'See, at least Palmon loves me.'

Seijitsu rolls his eyes.

* * *

><p>Shinrai doesn't like Gomamon. Not in a mean, spiteful, 'he's-a-jerk-keep-him-away' kind of dislike but more of a slightly cautious, wary, 'he's-a-digimon-and-digimon-are-scary' kind of dislike. She knows the other dæmons in the groups don't feel the same, bouncing along beside them and even playing with them, digimon touching dæmon without any reaction from their humans. That just disturbs Shinrai.<p>

Joe doesn't share the bee's feeling about Gomamon but understands them and explains to his partner why he can't touch her. The sea animal nods, saying if someone touched his Digi-Code, he'd be a bit weirded out. Shinrai doesn't really know what that means, but Izzy begins furiously typing behind them.

When Gomamon becomes Ikkakumon, Shinrai likes him a bit more because he saved Joe but he touched her. So she likes him more but she still finds him unnerving. It's not until he turns into Zudomon her opinion changes.

Joe is drowning and falling away from Shinrai at the same time. She's floating as he sinks and can't get down because of stupid wings. She is worried for Joe and TK, and she's going to die, she can feel it.

Then Zudomon lifts them up. He's cradling Joe in his arms and the boy is breathing and the sound makes Shinrai so happy, she doesn't even care she is pressed to Zudomon's arm. With a small smile, she flies up to Zudomon's face and k'isses his cheek.

'Thank you.'

* * *

><p>'Asa digivolve to... ASA WOLF MODE!'<p>

TK laughs as his dæmon changes shape, picking him up in her pick jaws and swinging him onto her back. Patamon flies around them, giggling too. Matt and Gabumon almost stand, wanting to help but Mici pulls them back down, smiling at her sister-dæmon as she shifts again, a golden retriever this time. Now Asa isn't quiet big enough to hold TK and the two come tumbling down, laughing at themselves and each other. Patamon flies down to meet them, landing on TK's hat and smiling.

'That was great!' TK grins, scratching Asa behind the ear. 'Can we go again?'

Asa shrinks again, holding Patamon's shape for barely a second before becoming a guinea pig. 'You know I can't hold the bigger shapes for long TK.' She whines, apologetically. 'It tires me out.'

'Oh yeah.' TK giggles, placing her on his lap. 'I forgot.'

Patamon looks down at her, smiling. 'Maybe you'll Settle as something big! Then you won't have to struggle.'

Asa giggles, becoming a lizard and crawling up TK's arm to meet her. 'Maybe. Bigger than Mici even!'

TK face breaks into a glorious grin. 'Then I wouldn't have to walk anywhere, 'cause I could ride on your back.'

Asa, now a bird, flies in front of his face. 'What?! So I have to do the walking?'

TK's face drops slightly, annoyed his idea wasn't liked. He moans softly. 'Patamon doesn't have to walk.'

The three of them descend into giggles.

* * *

><p>'You can come in if you want to.' Kari mutters, looking down the hall as the strange cat disappears. She's almost certain the cat is a digimon. 'Mum's not home.'<p>

Solas jumps off he shoulder almost instantly, flying around the apartment before landing on the sofa, shifting into a wildcat and smiling up at Kari. 'Do you think she'll come in?'

Kari shrugs, sitting down in the sofa and staring at the news.

'-can't explain the unseasonable fog.' The newscaster is saying. 'In fact, they have no explanation for-'

'I hope Tai does something soon.' Kari whispers to Solas, running a hand through his fur as he shifts a dozen times. 'People are starting to get suspicious.'

Solas nods, moving his head to try and spot the digimon. She's stood next to the sofa as the newscaster begins another report on monsters on Tokyo Tower. 'I think people are more than suspicious Kari. I just wish we could do something.'

Kari nods, seeing the digimon jump up out of the corner of her eye. The girl wonders if the cat-like creature is her partner, like Agumon for Tai.

'Hi!' Solas says as Kari turns around. The girls holds out her arms and her dæmon jumps to her shoulders as a ferret.

'Come here.' The girl giggles as the digimon falls, practically running out of the room. Kari shouts after her. 'You'll come back right?'

Solas squeezes around her neck. 'Course she'll come back. I'm beginning to like that digimon.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: TK and Kari dæmon's would settle as a lioness and a white lion respectively. I was going to do a sequel for 02 but it seemed difficult to write for the extra kids. If this is something you'd want, send me a review *hint, hint***


	37. Digimon Adventure 02

Davis sighs, falling against the cliff, next to his dæmon. Veemon is with all the new partner digimon, along with the rest of his team, celebrating their victory. All the digidestined from across the world are still there, talking happily to each other. It is over, Myotismon is gone and the digital and real worlds seem to be nearing peace. But Davis is exhausted.

'Just breath, Daisuke.' Vatra mutters. The bear moves her head to Davis' lap and smiles up at him. 'It's all over.'

'Only mum calls me Daisuke.' He smiles, pinching the back of her neck. 'And I know, I'm just tired.'

Vatra shakes her head. 'Well, wake up. We're the leaders, we need to put on a show.'

Davis laughs, scratching her neck. 'I will, I promise. Just give me a minute. It's not like you're jumping everywhere either.'

She shrugs and they both laugh, Davis leaning back against the cliff face. Kari looks over and smiles at him, and he smiles back, even as Tai wraps an arm around her and leads her away. Solas is off to the side with TK and Asa but that doesn't matter. Davis is far too happy to be upset about that now. In fact, he's probably too happy to be upset about it again. TK is his friend and Davis trusts him too much to freak out every time he goes anywhere near Kari or her dæmon.

'Okay.' Davis says, pushing to his feet. Vatra complains slightly but stands up as well, shaking slightly. 'Let's go brag about how we were the only ones not to fall pray to Myotismon. Rub it in TA's face that we saved him.'

Vatra grins. 'Of course. Have to let everyone know. We have a reputation.'

Davis smiles, stepping into the party easily.

* * *

><p>Rei cries out as the baby digimon launch themselves at Ken. She doesn't know how to stop them because she doesn't want them hurt but she doesn't want Ken hurt. He's already suffered enough. At least, she thinks he has. The gecko clings to Ken's collar, trying to offer him comfort. Ken barely seems to notice, whispering frantic apologies as the digimon shout at him. Rei wants to shout back but it wouldn't help, it would only make things worse. Instead, she has to focus on Ken.<p>

'Come on, Ken. Let's keep moving.'

Ken nods absentmindedly, flinching away from more digimon. His voice is weak when he speaks, all of his wit and ferocity gone. She doesn't want the Emperor back, of course, but she wants her Ken back. 'Okay.'

Ken shuffles along, eyes down as more and more digimon insult them and attack them. Ken raises his arms, crying out and trying to apologise, running through the village. Rei tries to hold onto his shirt but something jumps at him as he runs and she is knocked off, falling with a screaming. Ken keeps running, apparently having not noticed, but skies to a stop when the pull on their bond becomes too tight.

'I'm here, Ken.'

Rei looks up when she hears the voice, Ken scrambling after her crying. He's apologising to Wormmon and to every digimon they've ever hurt but the gecko just follows the voice.

'Hurry Rei. Please.'

Ken speeds up, grabbing Rei from the floor. He walks towards an egg on its own, green and somehow familiar. Ken drops to his knees in front of it, eyes wide.

'Wormmon...?' He whispers, barely allowing himself to hope. The egg opens, a small creature appearing.

'I'm Leafmon, the baby form of Wormmon.'

All three laughed, hugging each other.

* * *

><p>Asa quickly got used to having to move because of her shifting forms. The first time was when the news started calling the digimon attacks a hoax. TK had gotten so angry that Asa became a bull, storming about and destroying half the objects in their apartment. Their mum had got all of it back on insurance but they had to leave after the neighbours complained. The next time happened when she had turned into Angemon, only briefly, at her new school and they had to move again, this time across country. Then TK got into a fight, she was a dragon and they had to move to France, to live near their grandparents. Then Asa settled, finally, as a lioness and their apartment was too small. Their grandparents offered to take them in but TK had insisted on returning to America.<p>

Despite being used to it, Asa isn't looking forward to their first day.

'Come on, it can't be too bad.' TK says, grinning, as they locked the door. 'We're going to make friends.'

'But they'll stare at me.' Asa says, tilting her head backwards to look at her overly big body. She's never had trouble making friends buts she's never been a lion before. 'I'm too big.'

'Trust me, it'll be fine.' TK says, a hand falling to her back as they headed to the elevator. They barely fit in the corridor side by side but he still kept his arm on her. 'I have a feeling today will be a good day.'

'Why's that? What's going to happen to make today special.'

'I dunno. Maybe we'll see an old friend.' TK grins.

* * *

><p>'Kari!'<p>

The Child of Light looks up, eyes wide and beamed. Gatomon jumps into her arms and Kari laughs, hugging her tight. She hears Solas and Asa rushing through the trees, trying to get back to them. The two dæmons burst out of the forest, nearly crashing into their humans. Gatomon leaps out of Kari's arms and onto Solas' back, hugging the white lion as best she could.

'Solas! You've grown so much!'

Solas laughs, tilting his head up to meet hers. 'Stuck like it too. No more changing.'

Kari focuses on Gatomon's tail, eyebrows furrowed. 'Your tail ring! Tell me what happened.'

Gatomon leant forward, holding onto Solas' tail. TK, Davis and their dæmons shuffle forwards Asa and Vatra flanking Solas. He looks at them, shaking his head slightly. He knows there not doing anything purposefully but he also knows that they'll get very annoying very quickly if they start competing for his friendship.

Gatomon explains about the digimon emperor, while Tai lead the way to the cave they had found the strange egg in. Solas pulls Kari aside as everyone else enters the cave. Gatomon glances at them but Kari waves her on.

'You're not thinking what I am, are you?' Solas says, tilting his head. 'About Davis?'

Kari shrugs. 'He has a digivice.'

'But not a digimon.'

Kari frowns. 'It took us a while to meet Gatomon. We just need to give him time. Besides, who else will do it?'

'Us? TK, Asa, Tai?' Solas says, growling slightly.

Kari shakes her head, running her hands through Solas' mane. 'Davis will make a great digidestined. We'll just have to help when we can.'

* * *

><p>'Do you really think we can trust him?'<p>

Himmel looks up from the computer, raising his eyebrows at Yolei. 'Who, Ken? Davis says we can. Besides, they did that DNA digivolving, didn't they? He can't be that bad.'

Yolei raises an eyebrow. 'I guess. What are you doing?'

'Izzy sent over a new program for identifying digimon and their weaknesses.' The ferret said, tapping a few buttons. One of the first things he had endeavoured to master when he settled was using the computer and making sure he was as valuable to Yolei as he had always been when he could change.

'Weaknesses?' Poromon said, bouncing slightly. He shuffled forwards to look at the screen. 'Don't you think I can fight well, Himmel?'

Himmel shook his head, rubbing his head against Poromon's. 'Of course I think you fight well. I just want to help.'

Yolei nodded, running one hand through Poromon's fur and the other through Himmel's. 'We're a team, aren't we? We help each other out.'

Himmel nodded, smiling and tapping a few more buttons on the computer. 'I still think it could do with some improving. If we're such a good team, give me some help.'

Yolei smiled, leaning over her dæmon to type in a few lines of code. 'We need strengths as well. It shouldn't be too hard to shift the algorithm around but we've got to break it down first.'

Poromon leant forward, watching the screen, as his partners got to work in perfect sync.

* * *

><p>Vertrauen didn't like being a digidestined's dæmon. Not that she didn't like Armadillomon or the digital world, she just wasn't too keen on the responsibility suddenly thrust on Cody's shoulders. He could handle it, she knew that, and he wouldn't complain but she still didn't think it was fair. He was too young.<p>

The sheepdog had gotten used to looking after her boy. When their dad had died, Vertrauen had settled and Cody hadn't said anything for months. The kids at school had teased and the adults had worried as Vertrauen lead Cody around the playground, trying to get him to smile. She knew what they were thinking, because she was thinking it to. What kind of six year old had a settled dæmon? How damaged must he be?

So, when they got to the digital world and Izzy was going on about Cody being curious and trusting his instincts but she just doesn't like it. Cody seems happy enough with it and Armadillomon makes him laugh but she doesn't want him to go through another loss.

'Verty?' Cody said one evening while they were in bed. They have just gotten back from Australia and she's tired. She's surprised Cody is keeping them awake. Upamon was asleep at the end of their bed and Vertrauen sits up slightly to look at her boy. 'I'm okay, you know that, right?'

She looks down at him, smiling slightly. His eyes are sparkling and a smile tugs at his lips. 'Yeah, I do'

* * *

><p>Tai smiles, pulling the blanket further up over his nephew and pressing a kiss to his son's forehead. He looks around the other children in the room, checking each of the twelve is asleep and happy, their dæmons tucked under their arms. One or two have settled but most are shifting in their sleep as Tai steps over them to get back to the door. Yuki is waiting for him there, looking up as he walks out. The younger digidestined had decided to spend the evening out with their spouses and the older lot had offered to babysit. The little get together was being held at Izzy's house, as his wife was out for the evening.<p>

'They all alright?' Yuki says as Tai bends to pick her up. The lynx is much easier to carry now he's an adult. He wishes Agumon was with him but the digimon have all returned to the digital world for a celebration of MaloMyotismon's defeat.

'Fine.' Tai said, joining the others in the living room. Ken and Yolei's baby is asleep in the corner. 'So what's happening here?'

Matt handed Tai a beer, sitting down with a glass of water, being the designated responsible one for the evening. 'Worst memory from the digital world. It's Izzy's turn.'

Chishiki hiccuped slightly, rolling over on Izzy's lap. Mimi laughed slightly at the drunk dæmon but Izzy held up a hand, determined to answer the question. 'When Vademon had me. I couldn't even think and Chi wasn't any better. Joe?'

'First arrival.' Joe and Shinrai say in unison, refusing to say anymore. The others laugh, leaning back in their seats. Tai looks around the room, smiling at everyone. Yuki has dragged Chishiki over to where Mici and Katresnan are in the middle of the circle, Shinrai and Seijitsu flying over quickly. Sora smiles at him from across the room, leaning on Matt's arm slightly.

It's been over 20 years since the last digimon fight. They secured peace in two worlds, and happiness in their own lives. They have children, families and couldn't be happier.

Life is good.


	38. Guardians of the Galaxy (2014)

It took Peter Quill exactly 3 hours, 14 minutes and 26 seconds to realise that most of the Ravagers don't have normal dæmons. Yondu's dæmon is a crystal-like creature, so still Peter originally thought she was just decoration. Kraglin's dæmon is just a cloud of Dust, fluctuating around him as he walks along. Horaz, along with several others, doesn't have a dæmon at all.

Kahraman Settles fifteen years after they're abducted, far later than most dæmons do. She tries every possible form before that time, copying every dæmon she sees on every planet they go to. She copies Yondu's dæmon for a month, changing colour every day but only manages to go six minutes like Kraglin's before both she and Peter are throwing up.

They are on a job when she stops changing. Quill is 23 and has been complaining for a good decade that his soul can't make a decision of what to be. Kahraman just sits on his shoulder, rolling her eyes and changing form again.

'What are we going to do?' She hisses, shifting into a ferret with dark red marking instead of black. 'There's half a dozen guards out there.'

Peter grimaces. They were sent to get some sort of royal necklace, having been told there would be nothing to stop them. 'Have a look, I need to know what they're carrying. Check for dæmons too.'

She glances around the corner, as fast as she can. 'Six guards. Three with guns, two with dæmons, one with both. Coyote, jackal and a rock thing.

Star-Lord nods, placing a hand on her back. 'Okay, I need you bigger. Tiger or lion, maybe.'

Kahraman nods, squinting slightly. Then she freezes, glancing up at him. 'I can't. This is it.'

Quill groans. 'You have to be kidding me.'

* * *

><p>Koruyucu shuffles into the cell, shivering as Gamora gestures for the doors to shut. The other prisoners slowly walk off, their dæmon staying until their bonds force them to move. The tiger-like creature sits down next to her bed, dual tails shaking back and forth. Gamora runs a hand over his orange and dark blue stripes, sighing to herself.<p>

'We're going to die in here, Kor.'

He looks up at her, cybernetic eyes blinking. 'It'll be fine. We'll be fine, the guards will protect us.'

Gamora raises an eyebrow, staring down at him. The stupidity of that idea is clear in her eyes.

Kor shrugs. 'Okay, we'll protect ourselves. You watch my back, I'll watch yours.'

She nods, shifting slowly from the bed to the floor beside him. He lifts his head onto her lap and she threads her fingers through his fur, combing out the knots he got during the fight. His eyes close slowly, a rare expression of peace forming on his face. Gamora smiles slightly but it drops as she looks out the door. Across the prison, a group has formed, gesturing towards her every so often and scowling. Her hand forms into a fist on Koruyucu's back, her eyes widening as the group starts to move.

'Kor, they're coming.'

The tiger nods, getting to his feet and standing over her. She grabs one of his tails, trying to pull him back as the door opens again, six dæmons jumping at Kor straight away and knocking him to the ground. Gamora holds in a scream as one, a five-headed snake, bites in the tiger's side. As she is distracted, the dæmons' men grab her, holding a knife to her throat and digging nails into her skin.

'Take her to the showers. Easier to clean up.'

* * *

><p>'Are you feeling alright?'<p>

Drax tilts his head to look at Cha as Rocket and Groot start to argue about how to help Quill. The pure black wolf steps closer to her man as the filthy vermin and the dumb tree start planning and plotting. The smallest dæmon Drax has ever seen is crawling over Rocket's skin and a creature is poking her head out of Groot's chest, clinging to the bark. Cha watches them closely.

'I will be fine eventually. What are you staring at?'

She turns back to face him, eyes squinted slightly. 'They have dæmons, both of them. I didn't think they had the sentience for a soul.'

Drax inclines his head as Rocket's dæmon crawls over the ground toward Quill's ship. Rocket waits a moment before following, Groot gesturing for Drax and Cha to go with them. Cha glances at her man, moving so he can lean on her as he gets to his feet.

'That is understandable.' He nods, as they limp along to the Milano. Cha shudders slightly as Groot tries to help her man along, his tiny rodent dæmon almost touching the blue alien's arm. Drax shrugs the tree off, using his own dæmon as a support instead. 'We weren't expecting Ronan to have a dæmon either.'

Cha sighs, thinking about when the Kree turned up. Everything they had read about the Kree said they didn't have dæmons or, if they did, they must be very small so they were constantly concealed. When the fight had started, Cha had just bounced around Ronan, trying to cut off where he could step to little effect. She hadn't expect the snake that lashed out and bit into her neck.

'No we didn't.' She accepts as they enter the Milano. 'But we'll be ready next time.'

* * *

><p>He didn't want his dæmon to start off with. What self-respecting lab experiment wants the creature scientists made for him. The creature that was made from them poking and prodding at his soul and making it solid, modifying it until there isn't a shred of organism left, just a metal beetle crawling over his skin. He didn't even know if she can talk. Then again, it took him some months to realise he could talk.<p>

When Rocket escapes, he doesn't have much choice but to take her with him. He tries to leave her behind but it hurts when he leaves and he has to run back for her, hiding her in his fur and running across the planet. She clings tight, silver claws digging into his skin and body cold to the touch.

As soon as the burning laboratory is out of sight, Rocket climbs a tree and settles in to sleep. His dæmon runs down his arm, perching on the branch and trying to scrub the dirt off her pristine body. Rocket watches her struggle for a few moments before shuffling forward, holding out a hand.

'Here let me help.'

The beetle pauses but does climb onto his arm, letting his other hand gently rub off the dirt. He even pries off her shell, checking the wiring underneath it. She shudders against him as he does, clinging even tighter to his fur.

'It's alright, it's alright.' He mutters, as he goes about fixing her. 'We haven't been introduced. Dunno if you can talk or understand but, anyway, I'm Rocket. Your thing...your person, I guess. Dunno if I count as a person but-'

'Nice to meet you Rocket.' Comes a tiny squeak from his dæmon. 'I'm Pertsona.'

Rocket smiles, falling into a content silence with his soul.

* * *

><p>It takes Groot six days until he is able to speak again, chirping out little "I am Groot"s anytime he wants someone's attention. It takes another twelve days, during which Rocket and Pertsona hurry around him, for his dæmon to emerge from the soil. Apur is the same as she was before, although smaller, and Groot holds out his arms as soon as the mouse appears.<p>

'I am Groot.' _I missed you, where did you go?_

'I am Apur.'_ I wasn't far, just wasn't solid yet. How are the others?_

'I am Groot.' _They'll be fine. Just going through a bit of a culture shock._

'I am Apur.' _I'm sure. Rocket must be going crazy having to actually talk to people._

Pertsona jumps up onto the counter, shuffling up onto the pot. She doesn't touch the soil, not knowing where the roots end and the dirt begins. Apur scuttles over to the beetle, pressing her stone nose to her metal one. Like Groot, Apur is not made of flesh and bone but rather moss, leaves and stones. Also like Groot, she doesn't really have a gender, just calls herself a girl because Pertsona is a girl and it reassures the beetle to have something similar around.

'I am Apur.'

'Yeah, yeah.' Pertsona shrugs, batting a silver antenna against her head and turning around again. 'I missed you too, little idiot.'

Apur chuckles, leaping backwards herself into Groot's open arms. It shows how tiny she is that he can hold her, small as he is. Quill walks past, smiling at both of them and Apur waves a tiny paw back.

'I am Groot.' _Don't leave me again._

'I am Apur.' _Same to you. I hate being alone._

'I am Groot.' _I love you._

'I am Apur.' She says, meaning clear.

* * *

><p>Leporatzen gazes at the infinity stone, the purple light reflecting in her own eyes. Kree do not have dæmons but Ronan, needing an advantage when fighting, had kidnapped women from Muspelheim and forced them to give him a dæmon. The snake had come into the world writhing and screaming, killing all five fire demons in a matter of seconds.<p>

Tzen didn't want to be made. She had been at peace before, able to rest within her man's body, feel his emotions without ever directly feeling his pain. Now she had venom in her mouth that burned her teeth and skull, an ache in her chest whenever she leaves Ronan's side and the forever pulsing pain of holding the infinity stone. The venom doesn't hurt Ronan when she bites into him (it was the first thing she tried) and he is too fuelled by vengeance to feel the gem's power.

'What are you staring at?'

Ronan turns his head to look at her, one eyebrow quirked as she moved close to the infinity stone. Maybe, if she touched it, she could end their miserable existence or at least have the immunity he has. Before she can reach it, he grabs her tail, yanking her back ont his shoulders.

'You don't want to do that.' He smirks, running a hand over her scales. He doesn't feel the pain she has. 'All our plans would be ruined in seconds.'

Leporatzen hates being a dæmon. But, more than that, she hates being Ronan's dæmon.

* * *

><p>Nebula pulls at the controls of the ship, silently wishing she hadn't left her other hand behind. Replacement limbs are rare, hard to buy and even harder to steal. Gorrotoa moves closer to her, tugging on the steering wheel with his teeth. The hyena nudges his nose against her arm, bending down to pick at the mechanics on his paw with his teeth. Nebula punches in a few more controls, setting it into autopilot and pulling his face away.<p>

'Leave it.' She rasps. 'You'll only break yourself.'

She grabs the gears, struggling to work them with one hand and no screwdriver. Gorrotoa nudges her away and the two hit each other for several seconds, growling and snarling each time the other touches them.

'You're not helping.' The dæmon scowls. 'Why did you leave the hand behind?'

Nebula hits his face, knocking some wiring out. Only his paws and nose are mechanical, so she knows to hit him there when trying to hurt him. 'I didn't exactly have a choice. Gamora drove us off remember.'

Gorrotoa remembers. Koruyucu had bitten into his side just to make him stay and the hyena had turned in the tiger's mouth, biting off one of his tail's. 'Gamora and her pathetic friends. Now we're running from them and Thanos.'

'Thanos will accept us back.' Nebula smirks, relaxing. 'All we have to do is kill Gamora and her friends.'

Gorrotoa sneers. 'How are we going to succeed where a soul Gem failed?'

Nebula smacks her dæmon.


	39. Disney Princesses

'Do we have to stay here?'

Snow White moves the spoon to her lips, checking her soup before looking at her dæmon. Waiata tilts his head at her, annoyance clear on his face. Snow White merely raises an eyebrow in return and the lamb huffs, trotting towards the table and lying down, facing away from her.

'Yes.' Snow finally says, adding more herbs to the soup. 'We need a place to stay and they need someone to look after them.'

Waiata mutters something under his breath and Snow smiles to herself, chuckling quietly at her dæmon. His form may reflect her personality but he surely doesn't. Where she tries to stay happy and sees the good in all, he is careful to point out the flaws in everything he sees. The lamb thinks his girl is too innocent; she thinks he's just grumpy.

'You'll get on well with one of the dwarves, at least.' She says, giggling into her hand. He turns his head and pulls a face, which just makes her giggle more. 'At least try to like the others.'

He sighs but doesn't say anything, watching the dwarves walk in. They'll be here a while, he can try.

* * *

><p>Kanikani surges forward, hitting the door a second after it closes. He hits himself against the wood, trying to break it down as Cinderella joins him in hitting it, shouting at their stepmother to let them out. Cinderella kneels down, looking through the keyhole and let's out a groan, slumping down next to her dæmon and burying her head in her hands.<p>

'Gone?' The dæmon, a pyrenean mountain dog, mutters, still trying the door, still determined. The break in his voice betrays his true feelings.

'Gone.' Cinderella cries into her palms, leaning sideways until her head hits his side. He turns his head towards her, whining low in his throat.

'It'll be okay though.' He mutters. 'We'll get out, we'll try in that slipper.'

She makes an infinitesimal smile. 'We don't need to, Kani. We've got the other one.'

He sighs, moving slightly and forcing her to sit up. She puts a hand on his back and scratches his neck. His tail swings slowly, sweeping the floor. Cinderella rests her head on the door, listening to her stepsisters fighting over the slipper below. A small tear falls from her eye as she holds onto the slipper in her pocket.

'Cinderelly!'

* * *

><p>He dreams and in his dreams, Aurora isn't there.<p>

In his dreams, he isn't a dæmon, bound to one person and unable to change form, but a multitude of particles, flying from room to room and taking whatever shape he wishes, even if it can only be for a few seconds. He always seems to revert back to a dragonfly, without even thinking, and is always searching for Aurora, searching for someone just out of reach.

Aurora sleeps and in her sleep, she thinks of Maracini.

She is alone when she sleeps, as she has been since Maracini Settled. A dragonfly can't sleep in the same bed as a human, for fear of being crushed, so Aurora spends her nights searching through the dark for her dæmon, knowing once she wakes he'll be right there.

But she can't seem to wake up.

Maracini rouses, seeing a tigress before him, head tilted. He looks past the familiar dæmon, trying to find Aurora.

Aurora feels her eyes open of their own accord, seeing Phillip standing above her. She smiles but a faint buzzing takes her dazed attention. Before she can turn, Maracini is in her hand.

Dæmon and human are fully awake.

* * *

><p>'Ariel!' Leoatle hisses, swimming after his girl. 'Dad's going to kill us.'<p>

The young mermaid barely turns, rolling her eyes at her shark dæmon. They've snuck off to their cave dozens of times and her father never paid attention. One late night visit, especially when everyone is partying, is not going to be noticed by anyone.

'Don't worry, Leo.' She smiles, finally making it to the cavern. 'Dad's never going to find out.'

Leoatle sighs, swimming past her and up into the rafters. He nestles himself between some thingamajigs and whatchamacallits, staring down at her as she once again looking through her collection, marvelling at the human world.

'Isn't it amazing, Leo?' She says, smiling up at him. Normally, Flounder gets this question but, with the fish still at the party, Leoatle will get to join in.

'Yes, Ari.' He grins back down at her, teeth flashing. 'It's brilliant. One day we'll walk on the shore and actually ask what this all is.'

Ariel laughs, swimming up to meet him and resting her arms on the ledge. 'What do you think it'll be like? Being in that world?'

Leoatle smiles, bumping her nose with his. 'I don't know. Probably wonderful.'

* * *

><p>Belle looks around the room, her face lighting up instantly. Her eyes scan the hundreds of books, seeing the titles she had only ever dreamed of seeing in real life. Kniha flies to her shoulder, having soared around the room to get a closer look at the books.<p>

'There's so many, Kniha.' She mutters, bringing one hand up to stroke the macaw's feathers. 'We could read them all.'

'If he lets us.' Kniha points out, though he is definitely distracted. 'We're still technically working for Beast.'

Belle shrugs the shoulder her dæmon isn't resting on. 'He wouldn't show us the library if he didn't expect us to use it. So where should we start?'

Kniha jumps off her shoulder, flying towards the fictional section and trying to pull a book down with his claws. She laughs, following him and taking it out of the bookcase.

'La Belle et la Bête.' Belle smirks down at him. 'Did you choose it because of my name?'

Kniha pulls a face and she smiles, picking another book. 'This looks good; Den Lille Havfrue. It Dutch but there's a French translation.'

Kniha smiles, jumping back onto her shoulder. They are found hours later, still reading.

* * *

><p>'I AM NOT A PRIZE TO BE WON!'<p>

Jasmine ignores the shocked look on her father's face as she walks out of the room with Pomoc and Rajah. The two tigers, one dæmon, one regular creature, flank her as she moves through the palace, growling at anyone who comes near. Not that many do, knowing to avoid the Sultan's daughter when she is annoyed. She makes it to her bedroom, slamming the door and laying down, screaming into the pillow. Rajah places himself in front of the door while Pomoc jumps up onto the bed with her.

'Are you okay?' He mutters, batting his head against her arm.

'No.' She moans into the pillow before rolling over to look up at him. 'Yes. I'll be fine, you know I will. Father's just being-'

'Annoying, insensitive, rude...'

Rajah roars from the door.

'...yes, that to.'

Jasmine giggles, leaning against her dæmon and smiling at Rajah. The tiger had been her pet before Pomoc Settled and she loves him almost as much as her own soul. 'Why do they have to be so...princely?'

'The princes? I don't know.'

She smacks his side and he laughs, knocking her over. Suitors can wait.

* * *

><p>Vietor walks further over the branches, trying to get a better look at the people below him. He wants to see their dæmons, to see if Kocoum's view of the them was correct. His jackal dæmon had told Vietor the white men's dæmons are deformed creatures half made of Dust, trapped between life and death. As the coyote looks down, he can't see any Dust.<p>

'What are you doing?'

The coyote almost falls as he turns back to his girl, leaning against the tree trunk. She raises an eyebrow and he walks towards her, raising his nose to greet Flit as he flies last him.

'Just looking. Nothing wrong with just looking.'

Pocahontas smiles, sitting down on the grass gracefully. 'There's a lot of things wrong with looking, apparently. Nakoma says their dæmons can steal other dæmon's Dust.'

'And what do you think?'

Pocahontas smirks, moving forwards to rest on her stomach and stare down at the white men. Vietor lies down near her head, following her gaze over their huge boats, strange weapons and pale face.

'I think there's nothing harmful about a bit of staring.' She smiles at him. 'What bad could come from a bit of staring.'

* * *

><p>Mulan frowns as she eats her dinner, alone, in her tent. Again. Not really how she wanted to spend her evening but, without miraculously making the other soldiers like her, there isn't much she can do. Mushu has gone out to get her more food, complaining that the camp doesn't feed her enough, and dragged Cri-Kee along with him.<p>

'We need to do something.' Ära says, crawling towards her. 'This is getting ridiculous.'

'I know.' Mulan says, putting a hand on his back. Before she met Mushu, she had believed her dæmon was a lizard but he had several dragon-like features she couldn't ignore. 'Come on, let's go put this away.'

Ära jumps onto her shoulder as they walk back through camp, Mulan handing her empty bowl back to the chef. She smiles at him but he just rolls his eyes and she turns away, Ära glaring at the man. As she turns, her dæmon pinches her and she looks up, seeing Captain Shang walking towards her holding Khan's reigns.

'Go home, Ping.' He says. 'You're not suited for war.'

Mulan sighs, taking the reigns. Ära pulls on her hair making her look up and smile.

'The arrow.'

* * *

><p>'Cogydd, I know you want to help but get off the counter.'<p>

Tiana glares at her dæmon until he moves himself, hopping on top of one of the cupboards and staring down at her. He doesn't like his new form, it's horrible. He used to be a hawk, able to fly over Tiana as she was working, able to pass her the ingredients she needed. When she was transformed, he was a bee, still able to help, stinging anyone that tried to hurt her. Now he's a frog and he can't do anything.

'Here.' Tiana says, holding a finger out to him. Something sticky is on the end. 'Try.'

Cogydd leans forward to taste, nodding slightly. Okay, he can do something but no one really wants a frog near food. 'Could use more sage.'

'Sage.' Tiana says, clicking her fingers. 'Knew it needed something, couldn't figure out what.'

The chef smiles at her dæmon, turning back to her food. It opening night at the restaurant and she wants everything to be perfect. 'Cogydd, could you check the tables are ready?'

The frog nods, hopping towards the door. No one wants a frog near food but he can still help out.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel is woken by an insistent pressure on her stomach. She opens one eye to stare at her rabbit dæmon, bouncing up and down and smiling. Gwalt cheers when he sees her awake but Rapunzel just rolls over, dislodging him.<p>

'Go away.'

Gwalt is unperturbed, putting his paws on her face. 'Come on, lettuce, let's explore.'

Rapunzel smiles at the nickname, pushing herself into a seated position. 'Fine. Where do want to go?'

The rabbit jumps up, rushing out of the door, without an answer. Rapunzel follows him, laughing. They look through the library, seeing the thousands of books to read, books that won't take them two minutes to scan through. They look into the kitchen and seamstresses' workroom, helping out for a few seconds before hurrying along. They have a lot to see after all.

They end up in the throne room, empty bar a few guards. Gwalt bounces towards the throne, turning and looking past her. Rapunzel turns, seeing Eugene behind her.

'Enjoying your tour?' He says, smiling. His lynx dæmon steps around her to greet Gwalt.

'Oh, yes.' She grins, giving him a hug. 'Its just magical.'

'Is that why you're still in pyjamas?'

Rapunzel's face drops.


End file.
